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LES HUT TCTITLTFO XN 


BEeGGart, PlLavYERr. 
BEGGAR. 


Ip poverty be a title to poetry, Jam fure nobody can difpute mine. I own my ſelf of 


ein: Compuny of Beggars, aud I make one at their weekly feſtivals at St. Gilcs“as. I have F 


a fmall yearly falagy for my catches, and am welcome to 2 dinner there whenever I pleaſe, 
which is more then met poets can fay. 


Play. As we live by the Muſes, ir is bur graricude in us to Encourage poctical merit 


wherever we find it. The Mutes, contrary to ali other ladies, pay no diſtinction to drefs, 
and never. partially miſtake rhe pertnets of embroidery for wit, nor the modefty of want 


- for dulncls. e the author who he will, we puſs his play as far as is will go; fo, though 
you ave in want, 1 with you fuccefs heartily. 


Bey. This piece, I own, was originally writ for the celebrating the marriage of James | 


Chances ud Moll Lay, too moſt excellent balladfingers. I have introduced the fimilies 
tan ans in all your celcbrared operas, The Swallow, The Moch, The Bee, Ihe Ship, The 
Floxer, r.: befides, I have 2 priſon ſcene, whick the ladies always reckon charmiagly 
parketie. As ts the parts, I have obferved ſuc a nice mnpartiality to our two ladies that 
it is impoſſible for cirher of them to rake offence. I hope I may be forgives that I have 
nat made my Opera throughout unnatural, like thoſe in vogue, for I have no recitatite 


_  encrptiug this. As 1 have conſented ro have neither prologue nor epilogue, it muſt be al- 


lowed an Opera iy all irs forms. The piece indeed hath bern heretofore frequently re- 
prefenced by ourſefves im ous grear room ar gc- Giles s, fo that I cannot tos often ackuow- 
ledge your chaviry in bringing it now on the ſtage. 

Flay. NI ig time for us ts withdraw ; the aftors ace preparing to bye ny 
2 [Excan 
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Scane, Peachumn's bowue, 
Pcachum ſetting at u table, with A large taok of ar- 
ci] before fam. 
AIR I. A» ald womans clurhed in prey. 
HRO UG H all the cmployments of Lie 
Each ntighbour abaſcs his bruther; 
MN harr and rogue they call huſband und wate = | 
All ꝓrateſſions bexroguc ane anuthear. | 
The praicit Calls the lawyer à chen, | 
The lawyer be-knaves the divanc 5 
And the Hateſman, becauſe he's fo yreat, | 
Thinks his trade äs as honcit as mac. ; 
A lawyer is un honcft employment, {© is müne. 
Like me to, he acts in a double capacity, both) 
againſt rogurs aw far "cm; for tis but fitting that! 


— 


er ſhould protect und encourage chents, ſuude we 


Faner Filch. 


Filob. Sir, Black Mall hath ſent word her erdal 
comes un im the afternoon, and ſue Hopes you will 


 axrder matters ſ us to bring her off. 


Peach. Why, the muy plead her belly ut work ; 
to my — 2 ſhe hath tufer carc of that ſucu- 
rity. But as the vench is very athive ant! indui⸗ 


Filch. Tom Gagg. Sir, is found guilty. 

Peach. A lay dug When I tod him the time 
defure, I tuld him What he wauld come to H 'be 
Aid nat mend his hand, Thus is death without - 
prieve. I may venture to book ibm Mr 
ur Tom Gags ſurty pomuds. Let betty NN Kö 
that 1 U ſave her trom truniportation, tur I can get 


| mare by her ſtaying m England. 


Filch. Betty huty bruupin mut grads into. nur 


[look this vcur than amy Duc wt the gang 3 and in 


vruth, tis pity to luſe a cuftamer. 
Peach. 42 of — tubes her off, The 
may, in the commen cuurſc of buſnek, Due a 
rtwelvemonth longer. 1 love to let women Ucapt. 
A good ſpartſmun always ets the ben patridges 
fy, becauſc the breed at the gumt depends upun 
them, Beſiltes, here the law illows us mo reward 
here isnothirg, to be got by che dcuth at women 
—CXxcept aur 'WIYES, 

Filoh. Without Uifpnte The is a five woman | 
"Twas to her I was obliged Fur ray education, ts 


a na bold wd, ſhe hath truim 1 up mute 


r Flow: 0 the butrnefs than dhe gaming 
I. 0 

Preach. Truly, Filch, thy obfervation dd eight. 
We and the Jurpeons arc mere behalten 20 women 
than ull the projcfiiens beialcs. 
ATR 


C 2 


trim, datzsfy hey chat IU ſoften the cvi- 
1 1 8 1 


de RSS ey 
= J—1. ad Koa -#34+ 


ATR II. The bonny grey-ey'd morn, &c. 


Filch. 'Tis women that ſeduces all mankind, 
By her we firſt were taught the wheedling 
arts; 
Her very eyes can cheat; when molt ſhe's 
kind | 
She trieks us of our money with our hearts. 
For her, like wolves by night, we roam for 


And raiſe ev'ry fraud to bribe her 
charms ; 

For ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, 

And beauty muſt be fee d into our arms, 


Peach. But make haſte to Newgate, boy, and ler 


my friends know what I intend; for I love to 


make them eaſy one way or other. 
Filch. When a gentleman is long kept in ſuſ- 
=o penitence may break his ſpirit ever after. 
elides, certainty gives a man a good air upon his 
trial, and makes hmm riſque another without fear 
or ſcruple. But I'II away, for tis a pleaſure to be 
the meſſenger of comfort to friends in affliction. 
| Exit. 
Peach. But it is now high time to look low 
me for a decent execution againſt next ſeſſions, I 
hate a lazy rogue, by whom one can get nothing 
till he is hanged. A regiſter of the gang.— 
Reading.]—Crookfinger'd Jack, a lon, of 
n the ſervice—let me ſec how much the rock 
owes to his induſtry; one, two, three, four, five, 
gold watches, and ſeven ſilver ones. A mighty 
clean-handed fellow !—ſixtcen ſnuffboxes, five of 
them of true gold, ſix dozen of handkerchiefs, 
four Ulver-hilted ſwords, half a dozen of ſhirts, 


' . three tie-perriwigs, and a piece of broad cloth. 


_ Conſidering theſc are only fruits of his leiſure 
Hours, I don't know a prettier fellow, for no man 
alive hath a more engaging preſence of mind upon 
the road. Wat, Dreary, alias Brown Will; an 
irregular dog! who hath an underhand way of 
diſpoſing of his goods, I'll try him only for a 
ſeſſions or two longer upon his good behaviour. 
Harry Paddington—a poor petty-larceny raſcal, 
without the leaſt genius !—that fellow, though he 
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were to live theſe ſix months, will never come to 
the gallows with any credit. Slippery Sam—he 
goes off the next ſeſſions, for the villain hath the 
impudence to have views of following his trade 28 
a tailor, which he calls an honeſt employment. 
Mat. of the Mint, liſted not above a month ago— 
a promiſing ſturdy fellow, and diligent in his way; 
ſomewhat too bold and haſty, and may raiſe good 
contributions on the public, if be does not cut 
himſelf ſhort by murder. Tom Tipple—a guz- 


ſtand himſelf, or to make others ſtand [-a cart is 
abſolutely neceſſary for him. Robin of Bagſhot, 
alias Gorgon, alias Bluff Bob, alias Carbuncle, 
alias Bob Booty. 


Enter Mrs. Peachum. 


Mrs. Peach. What of Bob Booty, huſband? I 
hope nothing bad hath betided him. You know, 
my dear, he's a favourite cuſtomer of mine; 
'twas he made me a preſent of this ring. 

Peach. I have ſet his name down in the black 
liſt, that's all, my dear! he ſpends his life among 
women, and as ſon as his ggoney is gone one or 


and there's forty pounds loſt to us for ever. 

Mrs. Peach. You know, my dear ! I never 
meddle in matters of death: 1 . leave thofe 
affairs to you. Women indeed are bitter bad 
judges in theſe caſes, tor they are ſo partial to the 
brave that they think every man handſome whic 
is going to the camp or the gallows. | 


AIR III. Cold and raw, &c. 


Tf any wench Venus's girdle wear, 
Tho? the be never 1o ugly, 
Lilies and roſes will quickly appear, 
And her face look wond'rous ſmuggly. 
Bencath the leſt car ſo fit but a cord, 
(A rope ſo charming a zone is!) 
The youth in his cart hath the air of a lord, 
And we cry, There dies an Adonis ! 


t ot 


hearted, for you never had a finer, braver 
men 


zling ſoaking ſot, who is always too drunk to 


other of the ladies will hafg him for the reward, © 


A 


1 


But really, huſband, you ſhould not be too gr 
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Fried on without it, what woult you have a gentic- 
man do ? 


N FR” | - 4 Io 


man can be guilty df. How many fine gentlemen 


THE 


men than at prefer, We have nut had a murder 
among them all tlie feven munths ; aud truly, 
dcar! that is a preat 'blefling 
Peach, What a dickens is the woman always 
whimpering about n. urder tar No gentleman is 
ever logked mpon the worſe far killing a man in 
his own deiner; and it bubngls daundt be cars 


Ars. Peach. E I am in the wrong, my dear 
u muſt excufe me, for _— can help the 
Fairy of an over - ſurupulous confcience. 
Peach. Murder is as fafbionable a crime as 4 


have we in Newgitte every year purdky upon that 
article? I they have wherewithal to perſuade 
the jury 40 bring it in manſlaughter, what are 
they the worſe fur it? fo, my dear | have donc 
npan this ſubjet, Was Captain Machcath 'here 
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women, 1 am ſurt Pully thinks lum a very pretty 
man. 

Peach. And what then? vun would m the T6 
mad to have the wench marry him! Gameſters 
and highwayracu arc genoralty very goad to their 
whores, but they arc very devils'to t eir wives, 

Mrs. Peach, Rut if Pall ſhould be in laur, how 
ſhauld we help her, ur haw can he huly herſelf ? 
Poor girl, I'm in the utmoſt coucern aut ther, 


AIR IV. is your uit iu! Naur ail H. 
H lovetthe virgin heart invade, 
How like u moth the ſimple maid 
Still plays about the flamt 
If ſbon ſhe is nut maik. a wile, 
Her houout's ſing'd, and tlren tur life 
She's —what 1 dare nat name. 


Peach. Look ye, wife, a handfome wench- iu 


this morning far thc bank nutcs he left with you four way of bulmels is as profitable us at the bur 


laſt Wack? | 

Mrs. Reach. Ves, my car! and though the 
bank huth ftapt payment, he was ſo cheerful and 
Jo agrrrahle! Sure there is nut a finer gentleman 
upon the road than tlie Captain! if he comes 
from Bagſhat at any rcaſunahle haur, he hath pro- 
miſuil to make ane this evening with Polly, me, 
and Bob Botey, at a party at quadviltc, Fray, my 
&car ! is che Captain rich? 

Peach, The Oaptain |keeps tuo pood campany 
ever to grow rich, Marybone and the chocolate- 
hauſes ure his wnfoing. The mun that /propotes 
10 — money by (play hauld haue the educatiun of 
a fine gentleman, anll be traincil up to ic trum h 


Fhetter than to make herſalf a pro 


a Temple cattee houfe, who looks upon it as her 
livelihaod to grau every liberty hut one. You 
fee 1] would indulge the girl as fur as /prudently wer 
can in any thing hut marriage: atter tim, wy 
dear how fhull we be fate art we nat then in 
her hufband's power? for a thufband hath the al- 
ſolmec power over all a wife's ſecrets hut her on. 
E the girlihad the diſeret inn of a ruurt lady, who 
can have a duzen yaong fulluus at hier car without 
complying with one, I fhoulit nat mater it; hart 
Polty is tinder, ant! a {park v lll at unte ſet her um 
a flame, Married if the wench thags mat know 
her own prof, ſure ſhe knows her -own pledfure 
y' ty 


outh. —_ to me ſhoulu he like a cuntt lady to amb 


Mrs. Peach. Really I am ſurry upon Polly's ac 
count that the Captain |hath nut more diſcret ion. 
What huſineſo [hath he to kecp company with lurds 
and gentlemen.? he ſhauld lrave them to prey up- 
un une another. 

Peach, Upon Pally's aucount what a plaguc 


doth the woman mean —Ilpon Pdlly's accnunt! fview of intervſt. 
Ars. Peach. — very fun of] Pench. But tis yaur d 


the girl: ine loves to imitatr the 


nitzer af tare, a key to the whole gang. Maw 
ried ! if the affair is mot dlreatly done, T'U:revrify 
her from it .by:the example of our neigtibours. 
Nirs. Peach, Mayhap, ow dear vum injure 
ladies, etl 
the may only allow the Captain 'libertics n 


my atear! to warn 


the girl. the girl againft her ruin, and to inſtrutſt (her how 


Beach. Ant whatthen? . 
Als. Peach, AH 1 ka any Hill an the ways of 


-— 4 Ar 


0 make the moſt af her beauty. I' go to ther 
this moment and lift her. In the mean tina, 
C 3 wity 


— 
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. chiefs, Madam, 


6 THE BEG OG A 


wife, rip out the coronets and marks of theſe 
dozen of. cambrick handkerchicts, for I can diſ- 
poſe of them this afteraoon to a chap in the = 
xt. 

Mrs. Peach. Never was a man more out of the 
way in an argument than my huſband ! Why muſt 
our Polly forſooth differ from her ſex, and love 
only her huſband ? and why muſt Polly's mar- 
riage, contrary to all obſervation, make her the 
leſs followed by other men ? All men are thieves 
in love, and like a woman the better for being 


another's property. 


AIR V. Of all the ſimple things we do, &c. 


A maid is like the golden ore, 
Which hath guineas intrinſical in't, 

Whoſe worth is never known before 
It is try'd and impreſt in the miat, 
A wife's like a guinea in gold, 
Stamp'd with the name of her ſpouſe; 

Now here, now there, is bought or is ſold, 
And is current in ev'ry houſe, 

Enter Filch. | 

Mrs. Peach. Come hither, Filch. I am as fond 
of this child as though my mind miſgave me he 
were my own. He hath as fine a hand at picking 
a” pocket as a woman, and is as nimble-fingered as 
a juggler. If an unlucky ſeſſion does not cut the 
rope of thy life, I pronounce, boy, thou wilt be a 
great man in hiſtory, Where was your polt laſt 
night, my boy ? 

- Filch, I ply'd at the opera, Madam, and conſi- 
dering*twas neither dark nor rainy, ſo that there 
Was no great hurry in getting chairs and coaches, 
made a tolerable hand on't. Theſe ſeven handker- 


Mrs. Peach. Coloured ones I ſee, They are 
of ſure ſale from our Warchouſe at Redriff among 
the ſeamen. 1 5 
Filch. And this ſnuff box. 

Mrs, Peach. Set in gold ? à pretty encourage» 
ment this to a young beginner, 4 | 
" Filch, I had a fairtug at a charming gold watch. 
Jox fake Ke tallors for making the fobs fo deep 

2 | , 1 


4 * 
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and narrow! It ſtuck by the way, and I was 
forced to make my eſcape under a coach. Really, 
Madam, I fear I ſhall be cut off in the flower of 
my youth, ſo that every now and then, ſince I was 
pumpt, I have thoughts of taking up and going 
to ſea, 

Mrs. Peach. You ſhould go to Hockley- in- the- 
Hole and to Marybone, child, to learn valour : 
theſe are the ſchools that have bred ſo many brave 
men, I thought, boy, by this time, thou hadtt 
loſt fear as well as ſhame. Poor lad! how little 
does he know yet of the Old Bailey ! For the firſt 
fact, I'll inſure thee from being hang'd; and go- 
ing to ſea, Filch, will come time enough upon a 
ſentence of tranſportation. But now, ſince you 
have nothing better to do, ev'en go to your hook, 
and learn your catechiſm; for really a man makes 
but an ill figure in the ordinary's paper, who can- 
not give a ſatiafactory anſwer to his queſtions, 
But, hark you, my lad, don't tal me alye; for 
you know I hate a lyar. Do you know of an 
thing that hath paſt between Captain Macheath 
and our Polly ? 

Filch, T beg you, Madam, don't aſk me; for 
muſt either tell a lye to you, or to Miſs Polly; 
for I promiſed her I would not tell. | 

Mrs. Peach. But when the honour of our fa- 
mily is concern'd 

Filch. I ſhall lead a ſad life with Miſs Polly, if 
ever ſhe comes to know I told you, Beſides I 
would not willingly forfeit my own honour by 
betraying any body. 

Mrs. Peach. Yonder comes my huſband and 
Polly, Come, Filch, you ſhall go with me into 
my own room, and tell me the whole ſtory. I'll 
give thee a glaſs of a moſt delicious cordial that 1 
keep for my own drinking, [Exeunt, 


Enter Peachum and Polly, 


Polly. I know as well as any of the fine ladies 
bow to make the molt of myſelf, and of my man 
too. A woman knows hew to be mercenary, 
though ſhe hath never been in a court, or at an aſ- 
ſembly. We have it in our natures, papa. If I 
allow Captain Macheath fome trifling W [ 

| 5 | | | ave 


*# 


+ + RN -- 4 _V0wa 


c ww „ = 


„ @ — 4 


THE BEGGAR' s 


have this watch and other viſible marks of his ta- 
vonr to ſhew for it. A girl who cannot grant ſome 
things, and refuſe what 1s moſt material, will 
make but a poor hand of her beauty, and ſoon be 
thrown upon the common. 


AIR VI. What ſhall I do to ſhow how much 1 
love her ? 
Virgins are like the fair flow'r in its luſtre, 
Which in the garden enamels the ground ; 
Near it the bees in play flutter and cluſter, 


But when once pluck'd "tis no longer alluring 
To Covent Garden tis ſent, (as yet ſweet) 


And gaudy butterflies frolick around: | 


molt ? 
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| Peach. Marricd '—the Captain is a bold man, 
and wil, riſque any thing ter money: to be ture 
he believes her a fortune. Do you think your 
mother and I ſhould have lived comfortably 10 
long together if ever we had been married, begs 
84e ? 

Mrs. Peach. I knew ſhe was always a proud 
= and now the wench hath played the fool and 


married, becauſe forſooth ſhe would do like the 
7entry, Can you ſupport the expence of. « Quie 
band, huſly, in gaming, dainking, and Winn ng ? 
Have you moncy cnough to carry on the daily 
quarrels of man and wite about who hall ſqnancer 
There are not many huſbands and wives 


f =” ns theo choca Hm . k 
There fades, and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all en-|0 can bear the charges of plaguing one another 


during, 


* ow * 0 1 5 
Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under feet. could you inte 
highwayman F 


in A handſome way, It you mult be margied, 
troduce nobody into our family but a 
hy, thou foolith jade, thou wilt 


Peach. You know, Polly, I am pot againſt your be as ill uſed and as much neglected as it thou 


toying and trifliug with a cuſtomer in the way of 
buſineſs, or to get out a ſecret or ſo; but if I find 
out that you have played the tool, and are mar- 


had! marricd a lord! 
Peach. Let not your anger, my dcar! break 
through the rules of decency, for the Captain 


, . wag 4 EY Pa 4 X 
ried, you jade you, I'll cut your throat, huſty. looks upon himſelf in the military capacity as 2 


Now you know my mind, 


Enter Mrs. Peachum. 
AIR VII. O Landon is a fine town, 
Mrs. Peachum ſin a very great paſſion.] 


Our Polly is a ſad flut ! nor heeds what we have 
taught her, 


] wonder any man alive will ever rear a daughter! 


For ſhe muſt have both hoods and gowns, and 
hoops to {well her pride, 

With ſcarfs and ſtays, and gloves and lace, and ſhe 
will have men beſide; 

And when ſhe's dreſt with care and coſt, all tempt- 
ing, tine and gay, 

As men ſhould ſerve a cucumber, ſhe flings herſelf 
away. 


You baggage ! you huſſy! you inconſiderate jade 
had you been hary$'d it would not have vex'd me, 
for that might have been your misfortune 3 but 
to do ſuch a mad ching by choice! The wench is 
married, huſbaud. Pn, 


yes, that yo! 


gentleman by his proteſſion. Besides what he 
hath already, I know he is in a fair way of getting 
or of dyiog; and both thele ways, let me tell 
vou, arc moſt exccilent chances for a wife, Tell 
me, huſly, are you ruin'd or no? 

Mrs. Peach. With Polly's fortune ſhe might 
very well have gone off to a perſon of dittinftion:? 
you might, ou pouring flut ! 

Peach. What ! is the wench dumb? ſpeak, or 
I'll make you plead by fqueezing out an anfwer 


1 
might 


rom you. Are you real:y bound wite to him, or 
are you only upon liking !? [ Pinches ber, 


Polly. Oh! [ Screaming. 

Mrs. Peach. How the mother is to be pitied 
who hath handſome daughters! Locks, bolts, 
bars, and lectures of morality, are nothing to 
them ; they break through them all : they bave 
as much pleaturc in cheativg a father and mother 
as in cheating at cards. 


re married by Machcaih's Keeping from our 


houſe, 
AIR 


Peach. Why, Polly, I ſhall ſoon know if you ” 


”——_ 
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AIR VIIL Grim king of the Ghoſts, Rr. 


Can love be comtrall'd by advice ? 
Wall Cppid our mothers obry ? 
The' my heart wore us fromen as r. 

At bis figme twomld have mocked away. 
When be Lifl me, fo ſweetly he pref, 
*E'was fo ſwect that I muff have com- 


R 1 OPER As 
b. 
Hut 


Paarb. A word with von, wife—"Tis no mew 
ing for a wench to take men without conſent of 


Jparcuts. You Know "tis the frailty of women, my 


gear ! 
Ars. Peach, Ves indecd the fex is frail; hut the 
Grft tame 2 woman is trail ſhe honld be ſumtuiat 


ply'd ; |nive mrthürtk , for then or nrver 1s her time to 
leb beak u an ben make her ſurtunc: after that ſhe hath nothing to 
To marry far icar you Ahold chide, do unt an guard herſelf from being found out, and 
mes eee 

M. Prach. . ͤ our Gong Peach. Make pourſelf 2 Iirtle cufy ; L have = 
we gone for cer and ever ! {thought fhall ſoon ſet afl marters again 10 rights. 
Peach. And Machcazh may hang his father and Wy do melancholy, Pally? tfince what is done 
mother-in-law in hopes 10 ber inzo their daugh-| Cannot be undone, we muff all codcavour 10 make 

ter s fartunc. Ilir ball of it. 


Pally. I did matt marry bim, a5 tis the fuſnion, 


Mrs. Peach. Well, Polly, as far us one woman 


coll and cicliberatcl y tor hononr or muney-—bin lean Forgive another 1 fargpve thee —Y our futher 


IT have bim. 
Mrz. Peach. Love him work and worſe! I 
n the par! had been better brad. Oh, huf- 


band ! huſband! her Solty anakes mne mad | any 
head fwims"! I'm diſtracted! I can t iupport my- 
Jolf —Ob ! Dana. 

Preach. Sec, wanch, to what n condition 1 — 


yodgcall your poor mathor A glaſs af cordial thi 
Anſtunt. How the poor woman takes it to heart! 
þ - [Polly gors out and weturns auth it. 
Ah, bufſy n 421 25 the anly comfort y 
maler has left. 

* Pally, Give her another glaſs, Sir; my num 
inks Jowble the qnartiry whenever the is aut of 
order, "This, 2 her. 

Atrs. Prarh. he girl ſhows uch readincſs nnd 
Fo much concern, thut Lahmdſt could find in my 


arr 10 Forgive: ltr 


11 and Kit,; 
By Kecping men off you kecp them un- 
Poly. But he f uz A we, 

Rs, And the fo ꝓleab d me, 


|gentloman who was here wy 
peuting watoh, dy you 2 — we can't gret imtal—- 


[is too bond of you, huſſy- 
Polly. Then all my Jorrows ave ut an end. 


Mu. Peuch. A mighty likely fpecch in truth 
far u wench who is guſt married 


ATR X. Thomas, 1 cannnt, r 


| Polly. I like a ſhip im forms was toft, 


Yet afraid to put imo land ; 
Far 4ciz'd in the port the veſſel” s loft, 

Mhaſc treaſurr is contraband. 
The waves arc laid, 
My duty's paid; 

0 Joy beyond « expreſſion ? 

Thus tutc afharc, 
I ulk mo mare; 


My ull's in any poſleſſiun. 


} Peach. I hear ouftomers in tother mm; ge 

tus withthem, Polly z but come a * 2 

|thoy are gunc.— But hark 5 Kb , if tis the 
cxday — 


ut the r- 


ligepce of at till a-. murrow, ur 0 ont it tu 
dtruddle to make a gur with to inight at u 8avenn 
in Drury Lane, M tuther gentleman calls for 


8 


mm hath dt un, And bc duth unt comer fen 


the Nlser-hilteil fwork, yon "know tbeetlchrow'd 7 
Tunkaitige þ 


Tunbridge till Tueſday night, ſo that it cannot be 
had till then. [Exit Polly.) Dear wife! be a 
little pacified; don't let —— paſſion run away 
with your ſenſes: Polly, I grant you, hath done 
a raſh thing. 

Mrs. Peach. If ſhe had had only an intrigue 
with the fellow, why the very beſt families have 
excuſed and huddled up a frailty of that fort, "Tis 
marriage, huſband, that makes it a blemiſh. 

Peach. But money, wite, is the true fuller's 
earth for reputations; there is not a ſpot or a ftain 
but what it can take out. A rich rogue now=-2- 
days is fit company for any gentleman z and the 
world, my dear ! hath not ſuch a contempt for 
roguery as you imagine. 1 tell yon, wife, I can 
make this match turn to ovr advantage, 

Mrs. Peach. I am very ſenſible, huſband, that 
Captain Macheath is worth money, but I am in 
doubt whether he hath not two or three wives al- 
ready, and then if he ſhould dic in a {cflion or two 
* Polly's dower would come into diſpute. 
Peach. That indeed is a point which ought to 
be conſidered. 


AIR XI. A ſoldier and ſailor. 


A fox may ſteal your hens, Sir, 
A whore your health aud pence, Sir, 
Your daughter rob your chelt, Sir, 
Your wife may ſteal your reft, Sir, 
| A thief your good: plate; 
* But this is all but picking 
* With reſt, peace, cheſt, aud chicken: 
It ever was decreed, Sir, 
If lawyer's hand is ſec'd, Sir, 

He fleas your who!c eſtate. 


ESSEN 481 8 


gas RAF. 


E 


The lawyers are bitter enemies to thoſe in our 
way ; they don't care that any body ſhould get 2 
clandeſtine livelihood but themſclves. 


Euter Polly. 


Polly. Twas only Nimming Ned; he brought 
in a damaſk window curtain, a hoop petticoat, 2 
pair of ſilver candlefticks, a perriwig, and one {11k 
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Peach. There is not a fellow that is cleverer in 
his way, and faves more goods out of the fire, 
than Ned.—But now, Polly, to your affair; for 
matters mult not be as they are. You are married 
then, it ſeems ? « 

Polly. Yes, Sir. 

Peach. And how do you promiſe to live, child? 

Pilly. Like other women, Sir; upon the in- 
duſtry of my hutband. 

Mrs. Peach. What! is the wench turn'd fool ? 
w highwayman's wife, like a fo'dier's, hath as lite 
tle of his pay as of his company. 

Peach. And had you not the common views of 
x gentlewoman in your marriage, Polly? 

Holly. I don't know what you mean, Sir. 

Perch. Of a jointure, and of being a widow. 

Polly. But I love him, Sir; how then could I 
have thoughts of parting with him ? 

Peach. Parting with him! why that is the 
whole ſcheme and intention of all marriage arti- 
cles, The comfortable eſtate of widowhood is the 
only hope that keeps up a wite's ſpirits, Where 
is the woman who would ſcruple to be a wife, if 
ſhe had it in her power to be a widow whenever 
the pleaſed? If you have any views of this fort, 
Polly, I ſhall think tle match not fo very unrea- 
lonable, - 

Polly. How I dread to hear your advice! yet I 
muſt beg you to explain yourſelf. 

Peach. Secure what ke hath got, have him 
peach'd the next Hs, and then at oute you are 
made a rich wid w. 

Jolly. \ hat, murder the man I love! the bleod 
runs cold at my heart with the very thought ot it. 

Veach. Fie, Polly | what hath murder to do in 
the affair? Since the thing ſooner or later muff 
happen, I dare ſay the Captain himſelf would like 
that we thould get the reward for his death ſooner 
than a tiranger, Why, Polly, the Captain knows 
that as tis his employment to rob, ſo tis ours to 
take robbers 3 every man in his bulinefs ; ſo that 
there is no malice in the cate 
\Irs. Peach. Ay, huſband, now you have nick'd 
the matter. To have him peach'd is the only 
thing could ever make me forgive her. 


ſtocking, from the fire that happen d laſt night. 
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AIR xu. Now pooder well, ye poreids dear. 


P Oh well, be not fevere ; 
33 —— b 
For on the rope that hangs my dcar 


Depcads poor Polly's lite. 
to 


wite give for fuch an 


Have been 
hall knock your brains out, if you have any 
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Aﬀvs. Peach. But in a caſc of nccetity—our Own 
Eves arc in danger. | 


her ruin. One ward mene, buffy, and 


THE BEGCGAR*s 


duty parents, 
to hang him. kat would 


—— 
Par d in ar 
Than, Sir, it will happen 20 your poor Pally. 
er 
i $ for 7 particular, 
wench, thou art a ſhame to thy very fex. _ 
Fal. Bat hear me, mother —if pou ever low 
Mur. Peach. Thoſe curſed : ſhe reads 
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ms of the world, and make grutitude give 
way to intereſt, He ſh all betuken off. 
Mrs. roch. TI underiake to manage Polly. 
Peach. And III prepare matters for the Ol 


: Exeunt Penchum and Mrs. Hrachum. 
Polly. Now Tm a wreach indeed — Mcothinks I 
foe him alrcady in the car, tweeter and mare 


[lovely than the noſcguy in his hand. I bear the 


brought to diſgrare!— I foe him at the tree! The 
circle are in tcars ! Even butchers weep !— 
Jack Ketch himſelf hefrates te perform his duty, 


d would be glad wo Jofe his fer by a reprieve '— | 


What then wall broome of Polly ?—As yet I may 
inform him of their and aid him an hi, 
eſcape. Jt ſhall be fo. Bim then he flies, ubſents 
himfelf, and I bar mytelf from his dear, dcar 
converſation ! That too will &rffract me. If he 
keeps out of the way, my papa and mama may 
in time relent, and we may be happy; if be ſtays, 


he is hang d, and then he is loft fer ever! — He 


intended to He conccal'd in wry room till the dnfk 
of the evemng. If they are abroad, T'll this un- 
(tant let him cout, leiſt fore accüdemt mould pre- 
went him. [ Extr, aud retwrus wth Machcath. 


AIR XIV. Pretty parret, ſay, Rc. 


Mack. 
W 
Did never 
— 2 — 
Without gun, 
Heaving 
Dotimg eyes, | 
My conff unt heurt cli ſoover. 
Fondly let ame loll, 


\Aach. O pretty, puerty Poll ? 
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Polly. And arc you 8s fond of me m ever, my | 
dear ? 
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peft amy thing bur my love. May my pittols mifsqmama are fet againſt thy life; they now, cen 


fire, and my mare flip ber ſhoulder while I am 
purſued, if ever I fortake thee! 

Pally. Nay, my dear, I have ne reafow tn 
Subt you; tor L find, in the romance you lent 
me, none of great heroes were ever talte in 
bove. 


AIX XV. Pray, fair ane, be find. 


My heart was io free, 
It rov'd like a ber, 
Till Polly my pathou requited ; 
ftipt euch flower, 
f chang'd ev'ry hour, 
But here ev'ry flow r is united, 


Mur. 


Pally. Were you fentenc'd to tranfporration, 
fue, my dear, you could nut leave me behind 

ou—could yow ? 

Mac. bs there auy power, any force, that could 
tear me from ther You might ſaouer tear + pen- 
fon out of the hands of a courticr, x fer from 2 
lawyer, à pretty woman from + laoking-glafs, or 
any woman from quadrille — Bur to teur me from 


thee is imꝑoiſible 


AIR XVI. Over the bills and far away. 


Mac. Were Lid on Crern hands ecatt, 
And av y arms embrac'd my lafs, 
Warm amid?! etrrnal trot, 
Too foow the halft-year's night would pafs. 
Pally. Were I fold on Indian foil, 
Soon xs the burning day was clos'd, 
F could mock the ſulcxy toil 
Whew on my clhaxmer”s breaſt repos d. 
Mar, And | would love you all the dry. 
Polly. Ex" ry night would kits and play. 
M:c. W with me you'd foudby tray 
Pally. Over the kills and fas away. 


= I would go with ther. Bur ob 
how ak &? I mat Git conn fone thee. 
We muſt part. 

Mar. How, part | 

Fei. We mult, we muſh. — My pips and 


now, arc in fcarch after thee; they are preparing 
rence again thee; thy life depends upon 2 


AIR XVII. Gur thu wer? my awe thing. 
Pally. O what pain it is to part! 
Can I lexve thee, can I kave thee ? 
O what pain it its to pant 
Can thy Polly ever leave ther 
Bur leſt death my bove ald thwart, 
And hriag thee to the fatal cart, 
Thurs I tear ther from my bleeding heart! 
Fly krnee, and let me leave thee. 


kits, and then—one kits —Be gone Farcwrt! 
Mas, My hand, my heart, my dear, is fo g- 
vetrce to thine, that I cannot ankoote my bold. 
Pully. But wy pape Muy intercept thee, an. then 
{ thould lofe the very glimmering of hope. A 
few week s perhaps may cecencide w all, Skail thy 
Polly bear from thee ? 

Ne Mult I then go? 

| Pally. And will not abſence change your love? 
Vac. It you toubr x kt me ttryy——and be 
ng d. 

Pally. O how I fear | how I tremble— 0 
ut when ſafety will give you kave, you will 
be ſare to fee ac again, fog till then Polly is 
wretched. 


; 
| AIR XVIII. © the broom, &c. 


( Partizg, end Loking hack at cath ather with 
2%, be at one 4008, fbe at the other} 
The mitcr thus a ſhilling fees, 

Which he's oblig d to pay ; 
With fügns refigns it by degrees, 

Aud fears tis gone for r 
2 - The boy thas, when his fpanow's flowry, 
| The bird in flence eyes; 


ac. 


| Put ou s out of fyhe tis gone, 0 

| Whincs, c hicmpers, fobs, and cries. 
[EL. 
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hiding it. 
for money was made for the frechearted and ge- 


0 II. 


SCENE, A tavern near Neu gate. 


Jemmy Twitcher, Crook finger'd Jack, Wat. 
Dreary, Robin of Bagſhot, Nimming Ned, 
Harry Paddington, Mat of the Mint, Ben 
Budge, and the reſt of the gang, at the table with 
wine, brandy, and tobacca. 


Ben. 


UT prithee, Mat, what is become of thy bro- 

ther Tom? I have not ſeen him ſince my 
return from tranſportation. 

Mat. Poor brother Tom had an accident this 


time twelvemonth, and ſo clever made a fellow he 


was that I could not fave him from theſe fleaing 
raſcals the ſurgeons; and now, poor man, he is 
among the otamys at Surgeon's Hall, 

Ben. 8o it ſeems his time was come. 

Jem. But the preſent time is ours, and nobody 
alive hath more. Why are the laws leve}!'d at us: 
Are we more diſhoneſt than the reſt of mankind ? 
What we win, gentlemen, is our own by the law 
of arms, and the right of conqueſt, 

Crook, Where thall we find ſuch another ſet of 
practical philoſophers, who to a man are above the 
fear of death. 

Wat. Sound men and true ! 

Robin, Of tried courage and indefatigable in- 
duſtry ! 

Ned. Who is there here that would not die for 


| his friend? 


Harry. Who is there here that would betray him 
for his intereſt ? 

Mat. Shew me a gang of courtiers thaa can ſay 
as much. 

Ben. We are for a juſt partition of the world, 


for every man has a right to enjoy life, 


Mat. We retrench the ſuperfluities of man- 
Kind. The wor'd is avaricious, and I hate ava- 
rice. A covetous fellow, like a jackdaw, ſteals 
what he was never mede to enjoy for the ſake of 
Theſe are the robbers of mankind ; 
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| and diſcretion, A piſtol is your laſt reſort. 
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nerous: and where is the injury of taking from 


another what he hath not the heart to make uſe | 


of ? 
Jem. Our ſeveral ſtations for the day are fixed, 
Good luck attend us all, Fill the glaſſes, 


AIR XIX. Fill ev'ry glaſs, &e. 


Mat. Fill ev'ry glaſs, for wine inſpires us, 
And fires us, 
With courage, love, and joy. 
Women and wine ſhould life employ; 
Is there ought elſe on earth deſirous? 
Chorus, Fill every glaſs, &c. 


Enter Macheath, 


Mac. Gentlemen, well met; my heart hath | 


been with you this hour, but an unexpected aflair 
hath detained me. No ceremony I beg you, 
Mat. We were juſt breaking up to go upon duty. 
Am I to have the honour of taking the air with 
you, Sir, this evening upon the Heath ? J drink a 
dram now and then with the ſtagecoachmen in 
the way of friendſhip and intelligence, and I 


LE 


know that about this time there will be paſſengers 3 


upon the weſtern road who are worth ſpeaking 
with, 

Mac, I was to have been of that party—but— 

Mat. But what, Sir ? 

Mac. Is there any one who ſuſpects my cou- 
rage! 

"Mat. We have all been witneſſes of it, 

Mac. My honour and truth to the gang ? 

Mat. I'll be anſwerable for it. 

Mac. In the diviſion of our boot 
ſhewn the leaſt marks of avarice or injuſtice ? 

Mat. By theſe queſtions ſomething ſeems to have 
ruffled you. Are any of us ſuſpected ? 

Mac. 1 have a fixed confidence, gentlemen, in 
you all as men of honour, and as ſuch I value and 
reſpect you. Peachum is a man that is uſeful 
to us. 


Mat. Is he ahout to play us any foul play? I'll | 


ſhoot him through the head. 
Mac. I beg you, gertlemen, act with conduct 


have I ever 


Mat. | 
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Mat. He knows nothing of this mecting. 

Mac. Bufineſs cannot go on without him: he 
is a man who knows the world, and is a neceffary 
agent to us. We have had a flight difference, and 
till it is accommodated I ſhall be obliged to keep 
out of his way. Any private difpute of mine 
ſhall be of no i conſequence to my friends. You 
muſt continue to act under his direction, tor the 
moment we break looſe from him our gang Is 
ruined. 

Mat. As a bawd to a whore, I grant you, he 
is to us of great convenience. 

Mac. Make him believe I have quitted the 
gang, which I can never do but with life. At 
our private quarters I will continue to rneet you. 
A week or ſo will probably reconcile us. 

Mat. Your inſtructions, ſhall be obſerved, Tis 
repair to our ſeveral du- 
ties; ſo till the eveniffg, at our quaiters in Moor- 
fields, we bid you ffewell, | 

Mac. 1 ſhall with myſelf with yon. Sncceſs 
attend you. [Sits down melancholy at ibe table. 


AIR XX. March in Rinalds with drums and 
trumpets. 


At. Let us take the road, n 

Hark ! 1 hear the ſound of coaches, 
The hour of attack approaches, 

To your arms, brave boys, aud load. 
See the ball I hold! 

Let the chymiſts toil like aſſes, 

Oar fice cheir fire ſurpaſſes, . 
And turus Al our lead ta gold. 


[The gang, ranged in the front of the tage, had 
their piftols, and ſtick them under thur virales, 
then go off ſinging the fir/t part in chorus. ] 

Mac. What a fool is a fond wench ! Polly is 
molt con ſoundedly bit. I love the ſex, and a 
man who loves money might as well be contented 
with one guinea a4 I with one woman. The tewn, 
perhaps, hath been as much obliged to me for re- 
cruiting it with trechearted ladies as to any re- 
cruiting officer in the army, If it were not for 
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us and the other gentlemen of the {word Drury- 
lane would be uninhabited, 


N 
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AIR XXI. V au!d you have a young virgin, &c. 


If the heart of a man is depreſe d with cares, 
The miſt is diſpell'd when a woman appears, 
Like the notes of a fiddle ſhe {.veet!y, tweetly 
Raiſes the ſpirits and chars + our cars. 
Roſes and lilies her cheeks difcloſe, 
But her ripe lips are more ſweet than thoſe ; 
Preſs her, 
Careſs her; 
Wit!: blifles 
Her kitles 
Diſſolve us in pleaſare and ſoft repoſe, 


F muſt have women; there is aothing unbends 
the mind like them: money is not ſo (trong a 
cordial for the time — Drawer, 


Futer Drawer. 
is the porter gone for all the ladies, according to 
my directions: 

Draw. I expect him back every minute; but 
you know, Sir, you ſent him ay far as Hock lex- 
in-the-Hole for three of the ladies, for one in 
Vinegar-yard, and for the rett ef (hem ſome- 
where about Lewkner s-linec. Sure ſome of them 
ore below, for ] hear the bar bell. As they come 
Iv ill ew them up. Coming, coming? [Z xif, 


Enter Mrs. Coaxer, Pally Trull, Mfrs. Vixen, 
Betty Doxy, e Jenny Diver, As. Slammekia, 
Suky Tawery, and Molly Brazen. 


Moc, Dear Mrs. Coaxer! you are welcome ; 
you look charmingly to-day : hope you don'e 
want the repairs of quality, and lay on paint. 
Dolly Trull! kifs me, you (lot ! are you as amo- 
raus as ever, bully ? you are always fo aken up 
with ſtealing hearts, that yon don't ell yours 
ſelf time to teal any thing elſe ; ah Dolly! thou 
wilt ever be a coquette. Mr. Vixen! I'm 
yours; I always loved a woman of wit and ſpi- 
rit; they make charming mifreſles but plaguy 
wives, —— Betty Doxy! come hither, huſly ; do 
you drink as hard as ever? you had better ſtick 
to good wholcſ»me beer; for in troth, Betty, 
ſtrong waters will in time ruin your conftiturion 2 
you 


B | 


uld leave thoſe to your better. What, 
and 
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Jenny Diver too! as prim and de- 
there is not any prude, though 


14 | 
aud my pretty 
mure aß ever 


ever fo high bred, hath a mots ſanctiſied look 


with a more miſchievous heart: ah, thou art a 
dear, artful hypocrite ! Mrs. Slammekin! as 
careleſs and genteel 4s ever: all you tine ladies 
who know your own beauty affect an undreſs. 
But ſec ! here's Suky Tawdry come to contradict 
what I was ſaying; r ſne gets one way 
mne lays ont upon ber back: why, Sake, vou 
muſt = at leaſt a dozen tallymen—— Molly Bra- 
zen! | She kifſes him.) re you feat yourſelves, 
ladies, what think you of a dance? Come in, 


Futter Har per. | ' 
Play the French tune that Mrs. Slammckin was 


- 1 fond of. * 
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bring us more; wine. [Axit 


is ſtrong enough for me. 
Ark ſtrong waters but whep I have the cholic. 


AIR XXII. Cetillon. 


Youth's the ſeaſon made for joys, 
Love is then our duty; 
Sbe alone who that 1 
Well deferves her beauty, 
Let's be gay 
While we may, 
; Beauty's a flow'r deſpis'd in decay. 
Chorus, Youtt,'s the ſeaſon, &c, 
Let us drink and ſport to-day, 
Ours is not to-morrow ; 
Love with youth flies ſwift away, 
Age is nought but ſorrow. 
Vance and ling, 
Time's on the wing, 
: Life never knows the return of ſpring. 
Let us drink, &c. 
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Mac.” Now pray, ladies, take your places. 
Here, fellow. [Pays the 2 Bid the drawer 
bar per,] It any of the 
ladies chuſe gin, I hope they will be ſo tice as to 
4 Call or it. 1 
Des. Vou look as if you meant me. Wine 
Indeed, Sir, I never 


- 


Mac, juſt the excuſe of the fine ladies! why, 


| 


| 


a lady of quality is never without the cholic. 1 
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hope, Mrs, Coaxer, you have had good ſucceſs of 
late in your viſits among the mercers, 1 


Coax, We have ſo many interlopers; yet with | 


induſtry one may ſtill have a little picking. 16 

carried a filver-ftowered luſtring and a picce cf 
black padeſoy to Mr. Peachun's lock but lat b. 
weck. * 

Vir. There's Molly Brazen hath the ogle cf a 1 
rattle-faake 7 ſhe riveted a linen-draper's eye ſo 1 
fat upon her, that he was nicked of three pieces tr 
tu 


of cumbrick before he could look off. 

Braz, Oh, dear madam But ſure nothing 
can cume up to your handling of laces! and then 
you have fuch a ſweet deluding tongue! To cheat 
à man is nothing; but the woman muſt have fine 
parts indeed who cheats a woman, | 

Jix. Lace, Madam, lies in a ſmall compaß, 
and is of eafy conveyance, But you are apt, Ma-“ 
dam, to think too well of your friends. ; 

Coax. If any woman hath more art than ano- 


ther to be ſure tis Jenny Diver: though her fel- tl 
low be never fo agreeable, the can pick his pocket . 
as coolly as if money were her only pleaſure. No- ** 
that is a command ot the paſſtons uncommon in le: 
a woman. th 
Jenny. I never go to the tavern, with a man 
but in the view of buſineſs. I have other hours, fo 
and other fort of men tor my plcaſure ? but had! be 
| your addrets, Madam * 
Mac. Have donc with your compliments, 11. th 
dies, and drink about. You are not ſo fond ut F 


me, Jenny, as you uſed to be, | 

Jenny. Tis not convenient, Sir, to ſhew my] 
fondnets amongit fo many rivals. Tis your o 
choice, and not the warmth of my inclination, 
that will determine you. 


Te 


ATR XXIII. All iz a miſty morning. 
Before the barn-door crowing, 
The cock by hens àftended, 


His eyes around him throwing, 4 
Stands for a while ſuſpended; t | 
Then ene he ſingles from the crew, " 


And cheers the happy hen 
With how do yeu do, and how do you do, 

And how do you do again? 
Mac, 
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Mac. Ah, Jenny! thou art a dear flue: 
Trull. Pray, Madam, were you ever in keeping? 


GB. i 
6 = Tawd., I hope, Madam, I ha'n't been ſo long 
with upon the town, but I have met with ſome good 
. 1 tortune as well as my neighbours. | 
5 ar! Trulli. Pardon me, Madam, I meant no harm 
lat by the queſtjion; twas only in the way os con- 
verſation. 
of „ ®} Tawgd. Indeed, Madam, if T had not been a fool 
ve fo I might have lived very handſomely with my laſt 
ect; friend; but upon his miſſing five .guineas he 


turned me off, Now 1 never ſuſpected he had 
counted them, 
. Slam. Who do you look upon, Madam, as your 
beſt ſort of people. 
Trull. That, Madam, is thereafter as they be. 
# Slam, I, Madam, was once kept by a Jew, and 
: IF bathing their religion, to women they are a good 
ſort of people. 
* Tawd., Now for my part I own I like an old 
# fcllow, tor we always make them pay for what 
they can't do. 
Fix. A ſpruce 'prentice, let me tell you, ladies, 


' 


- 
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. Tawd.. This, Sir, is fitter. for your land. Be“ 

ſides your lofs of money, tis a loſs to the ladies 

Gaming takes you off trom women? How lend 

could I be of vou! but before company tes ul 
bred. 5 

Mac. Wanton huſſies 

Fen, I muſt and will have a kiſs ts give my 
wine a zeſt, 

[They take him about the neck, aud make ſigns 
to Peachum and Conſtables, wie ruſe th upon 
him. 

Peach, I ſeize you, Sir, as my priſoner. 

Mac. Was this well done, jenny? — Women are 
decoy ducks; who.can truſt them? beaits, jadcs, 
jilts, harpies, furics, whores ! 

Peach. Your caſe, Mr. Macheath, is not parti- 
cular. The preateit heroes have: been ruined by 
women. But to do them juſtice, I muſt own they 
are a pretty ſort of creatures if we could truſt 
them. You muit now, Sir, take your leave of the 
ladies; and if they have a mind to make you @ 
vilit they will be ſure to find you at home. This 
gentleman, ladies, lodges in Newgate. Conſtables, 
wait upon the Captain to his lodgings. 


AIX XXV. IV hen firſt I laid ſiege ſo my Claris. 


Mac. At the tree I (hall ſuffer with pleafure, 
At the tree I hall ſuffer with pleaſure, 


Let me go where I will, 
In all kinds of ill, 
1 ſhall find no ſach furies as theſe are. 


Peach. Ladies, I'Y take care the reckoning hall 
be diſcharged. 

Exit Macheath guarded, with Peachum and 
Conſtables ; the women remata, 

Liv. Look ye, Mrs. Jenny, though Mr. Peas ' 
chum may have made a private bargitn with you 
and Suky Tawdry tor betrayingthe Captain, as 
we were all aſſiſting we onghe all to ſhare alike, 
Coax. I think Mr. Peachum, after ſo long an 
acquaintance, might have trutted me as well as 
Jenny Diver. | 
Slam. J am fvre at leait three men of his hang» 
ing, and in a year's time too, (it he did me juſ- 


52 is no ill thing; they bleed freely I have ſent at 
\ in leaſt two or three dozen of them in my time to 
the plantations. : 

* Fen, But to be ſure, Sir, with ſo much good 
ol fortune as you have had upon the toad you mull 

had be grown immenſely rich, 
| Mac. The road indeed hath done me juſtice, but 
wil the gaming table hath been my ruin, 
* AIR XXIV. Wien once I lay with nat ber 
* man's wife, &c. 
wal Jenny. The gameſters and lawyers are jugglers 
on, *alike, 
If they meddle your all is in danger; 
Like gipſies, if once they can finger a ſouſec, 
Your pockets they pick, and they pilfer | 
our houſe, a 
And give your eſtate to a ſtranger. 
A man of courage ſhould never put any thing to 
the riſque but his life, Theſe are the too!s of a 
man of honour: cards and dice arc only fit for 
cowardly cheats who prey upon their triends. 
. [She tabes up his piſtol, Tawdry takes up 1h: other. 
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tice) ſhould be ict down to ui accounts 
5 Trall. 
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Trull. Mrs. Slammekin, that is not fair, for 
you know one of them was in bed with me. 

Fen. As far as a bowl of punch or a treat, I 
believe Mrs. Suky will join with me: as for any 
thing | elſe, ladies, you cannot in conſcience ex- 

it. 

Slam. Dear Madam | 

Trull. T would not for the world 

Slam. *Tis impoſſible for me 

Trull, As J hope to be ſaved, Madam 

Slam. Nay then I muſt ſtay here all night 

Trull. Since you command me. | 

\ [Exeunt, with great ceremony. 


SCENE, Newgete, 


Enter Lockit, Turnkeys, Macheath, and Con- 
ſtables. | 

Lock. Noble Captain, you are welcome; you 
have not been a lodger of mine this year aud half. 
You know the cuſtom, Sir; garniſh, Captain, 
garniſh. Hand me down thoſe tetters there. 

_ Mac. Thoſe, Mr. Lockit, ſeem to be the hea- 
vieſt of the whole ſet. With your leave I ſhould 
like the farther pair better. 

Lock, Look ye, Captain, we know what is fitteſt 
for our priſoners, When a gentleman uſes me 
with civility I always do the beſt 1 can to plcaſe 
bim.—Hand them down I ſay, We have them of 
all prices, from one guinea to ten, and 'tis fitting 
every gentleman ſhould pleaſe himſelf. 

6. I underſtand you, Sir Gives money|— 
The fees here arc many and ſo exorbitant, that 


few fortunes can bear the expence of getting off 


handſomely, or of dyin f like a gentleman. 
Lock. Thoſe I ſee will fit the Captain better 
Take down the farther pair——Do but examine 


"them, Sir,—Nerer was better work—How gen- 


teelly they are made !— They will fit as eaſy as a 
glove, and the niceſt man in England might not 
aſbamed to wear them— Iſe puts bn the chains.) 
If I had the beſt gentleman in the land in my 
ceitady I could not cquip him more handſomely. 
And ſo, Sir, I now leave you to your private me- 
ditations. 
[Exeunt Lockit, Turnkeys, and Conſtables, 
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AIR XXVI. Conrtiers, courtiers think it no harm. 
Mac. 


Man may eſcape from rope and gun, 
Nay, {me have out liv'd the 2 pill; 
Who takes a woman mult be undone, 
That baſiliſk is ſure to kill. 
The fly that ſips treacle is loſt in the ſweets, 
So he that taſtes woman, woman, woman, 
He that taſtes woman, ruin meets. 


To what a woeful plight have I brought myſelf! 
Here muſt I, all day long till I am hanged, be con- 
fined to hear the reproaches of a wench who lays 
her ruin at my door I am in the cuftody of her 
father, and to be ſure if he knows of the matter, I 
ſhall have a fine time on't betwixt this and my 
execution——But I promiſed the wench marriage. 
— What ſignifies a promiſe to a woman? Does not 
man in marriage itſelf promiſe a hundred things 
that he never means to perform? Do all we can, 
women will believe us; for they look upon a pro- 
miſe as an excuſe for following their own inclina- 
tions. But here comes Lucy, and 1 cannot get 
from her——would I were dcat, 


Enter Lucy. 

Lucy. You baſe man, you !—how can you look 
me in the face after what hath paſt between vs ?— 
See here, perfidious wretch ! how I am forced to 
bear about the load of infamy you have laid upon 
me Oh, Macheath ! thou haſt robbed me of 
my quiet to ſee thee tortured would give me 
pleaſure. 


AIR XXVII. A lovely laſs to a friar came. 


Thus when a good houſewife ſees a rat 
In her trap, in the morning taken, 
With pleaſure her heart goes pit a pat, 
In revenge for her loſs of bacon, 

Then ſhe throws him 
To the dog or cat, 
To be worricd, cruſh'd, and ſhaken. 


Mac. Have you no bowels, no tendernefs, my 
dear Lucy! to ſee a buſband in theſe circum» 


ſtances ? 


L 


rm, 


Lucy. A huſband | 

Mae. In every reſpect but the form, and that, 
my dear ! may be ſaid over us at any time, — 
Friends ſhould not inſiſt upon ceremonies. From 
Ta man of honour his word is as good as his bond, 
Lucy. Tis the pleaſure of all you fine men to 
® jnſult the women you have ruined. 


8 . 


AIR XXVIII. 'Twas when the ſexs were 
4 roaring. 
4 How eruel are the traitors, 
Who lie and ſwear in jeſt, 
To cheat unguarded creatures 
Of virtue, fame, and reit! 
Whoever ſteals a thilling, 
Thro' ſhame the gui!t conceals ; 
In love the perjur'd villain 
With boatits the theft reveals, 


Mac. The very firſt opportunity, my dear! (but 
have patience) you ſhall be my wite in whatever 
1 manner you pleaſe. 
Lucy. Inſinuating monſter! And fo you think 
1 know nothing of the affair of Miſs Polly Pea: 
chum ?—1 could tear thy eyes out. 
Mac. Sure, Lucy, you can't be ſuch a fool as to 
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ſcruples of making you my wife; and I know 
the conſequence of having two at a time. . 

Lucy. That you are ouly to be hang'd, and ſo 
get rid of them both. | 

Nac. I am ready, my dear Lucy! to give you 
ſatistaction—it you think there is any in mar- 
riage - What can a man of hunour ſay more? 

Lucy. So then it ſeems you are net mariicd to 
Miſs Polly. 

Mac. You know, Lucy, the girl is prodigiouſly 
conceited : no man can ſay a civil thing to her, 
but; like other fine ladies, her vanity makes her 
thiak he's her own for ever and ever, 


AIR XXIX. The Sun had loes'd bis weary 
foams. 

The firſt time at the looking-olaſs 
The mother ſets her daughter, 

The image ſtrikes the ſmiling laſs 
With ſelf-love ever after: 

Each time ſhe looks, ſhe fonder grown, 
Thinks ev'ry charm grows ſtronger; 

But, alas, vain maid ! all eyes but your own 
Can ſce you are not younger. 


When women conſider their own beauties they are 
all alixe unreaſonable in their demands, for they 


de jealous of Polly? 
2 Lacy, Are you not married to her, you brute 
ou! 

. Mac. Married ! very good. The wench gives 
it out only to vex thee, and to ruin me in thy good 

opinion. Tis true I go to the houſe, I chat with 

the girl, T kiſs her, I ſay a thouſand things to her 

(as all gentlemen do); that mean nothing, to di- 

vert myſelf; and now the filly jade hath ſet it 

about that I am married to her, to let me know 

what ſhe would be at. Indeed, my dear Lucy 

theſe violent paſſions may be of ill couſequence to 

a woman in your condition. 

Lucy, Come, come, Captain, for all your aflur- 
ance, you know that Miſs Polly hath put it out 
of your power to do me the jultice you promiſed 
me... . | 

Mac. A jealous woman believes every thing her 
paſſion juggeſts. To convince you of my * 


expect their lovers ſhould like them as long as 
they like themſelves. 

Lucy. Yonder is my father — Perhaps this way 
we may light upon the Ordinary, who thall try if 
you will be as good as your word-—for I long to 
be made an honeſt woman, [ Exeunts 


Enter Peachum and Lockit, with an account-book, 

Lock. In this laſt affair, brother Peachum, we 
Ire agreed, Yeu have conſented to go halves in 
Macheath. 

Peach. We ſhall never fall out about an execu- 
tion.— ut as to that article, pray how lands our 
laſt year's account? 

Lock. If you will run your eye over it, you'll 
find 'tis feir and clearly ſtated. | 

Peach. This long arrear of the government is 
very hard upon us. Can it be expected that we 


zity, if ve cag find the Ordinary, I ſhall have no 


{ 
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our betters will hardly ſave theirs without being 
aid for it? Un leſs the pcople in employment pay 
— I promiſe them for the future, I {half let 
other rogues live beſides their own, 
Lock. Perhaps, brother, they are afraid theſe 


matters may be carried teo far. We arc treated 


too by them with contempt, as if our profeſſion 
were not reputable. 
+ Peach. In one reſpect indeed our employment 
may be reckoned diſhaneit, becauſe, like great 
ſtateſmen, we encourage thoſe who betray their 
friends. 

Lock. Such language, brother, any where elſe 


might turn to your prejudice, Learn to be more 
- guarded, I beg you. N SG 


AIR XXX, How happy are we, &c. 


When you cenſure the age, 
Be cautious and ſage, : 
Leſt the courtiers offended ſhenld be; 
If you mention vice or bribe, i 
Tis ſo pat to all the tribe, 


Each cries— That was levell'd at me. 


Peach. Here's poor Ned Clincher's name ] ſee: 
ſure, brother Lockit, there was a little unfair pro- 
ceeding in Ned's caſe; for he told me in the con- 
demned hold, that for value received you had pro- 
miſed him a ſeſſion or two longer without muleſ- 
tation, 1 

Lock, Mr. Peachum—this is the firſt time my 
honour was ever called in queſtion, 

Peach. Buſineſs is at an end—if once we at 
diſhonourably, OS 

Lock, Who accuſes me? 


&: Peach. You are warm, brother. 


Lock. He that attacks my honour, attacks my 
Jivelhood—and this uſage—Sir—is not to be 
borne.” 

Peach. Since you provoke me to ſpeak—T muſt 
tell you too, that Mrs, Coaxer charges you with 
defrauding her of her information money for the 
r of Curlpated Hugh. Indeed, in- 

d, Brother, we muſt punttually pay our ſpies, 

or we ſhall hays po information, ** 
'” =o 1 » 
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Lock, Is this language to me, firrah—who have 
ſav'd you from the gallows, firrah ! 
[Collaring egeb other. 
Peach. If I am hang'd, it ſhall be for ridding 
the world of an arrant raſcal. 


you deſerve, and throttle you you dog 

Peach. Brother, brother—we are both in the 
wrong—we ſhall be both loſers in the diſpute 
for you know we have it in our power to hang 
each other. You ſhould not be ſo paZionate, 

Lock. Nor you fo provoking. 

Peach. Tis our natural intereſt, 'tis for the in- 
tereſt of the world, we ſhould agree. It I ſaid any 
thing, brother, to the prejudice of your character, 
a alk pardon. 
| Lock. Brother Peachum—1 can forgive as well 
as reſent—Give me your hand: ſuſpic on does not 
become a friend. | 
| Peach, I only meant to give you eccaſiun to juſ- 
tify yourſelf, But I muſt now ſtep home, tor I 
expect the gentleman about this ſnuftbox that 
Filch nimined two nights ago in the Park, I ap- 
pointed him at this hour. [Eatt, 


Knter Lucy. & 

Lock. Whence come you, huſſy? 
Lucy, My tears might anſwer that queſtion. 
Lack. Jou have then been whimpering and 
abuſed you. 

Lucy, One can't help love; one can't cure it, 
'Tis not in iny power to obey you and hate him, 

Lack. Learn to bear your huſband's death like a 


ſo much as to affect ſorrow upon theſe occaſions, 
No woman would ever marry, if ſhe had not th 
chance of mortality for a relcale. | 
man of ſpirit, huſſy, and thank your father for 
what he 16 doings 3 Fa be 


AIR XXXI., Of. a noble race was Shenkins 
Lucy. Is then his fate decreed, Sir? | 
Such a wap can I think of quitting ? 


| When firſt we met, ſo moves me yet, 


"© ſer how wy heart is ſplitting ! 1 


0c 


Lock. This hand ſhall do the office of the halter | 


fondling like a ſpaniel over the fellow that hath 4 


reaſonable woman; tis not the faſhion now-a-days 
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Lock. Look ye, Lucy there is no ſaving him 
* ſo 1 think you mint even do like other widows 
buy yourſelf weeds, and be cheertul, 


You'l! think, ere many days enſue, 

This ſentence not ſevere ; 
. I hang your huſband, child, 'tis true, 
| But with him hang your care. a 
Twang, dang, dillo dee. 
Like a good wife, go moan over your dying huſ- 
band; that, child, is your duty. —Conſider, girl, 
you can't have the man and the money too ſo 
make yourſelf as eaſy as you can by getting al 
you can from him. [Eat 


Euter Macheath. 


Lucy. Tho' the Ordinary was out of the way 
to day, I hope, my dear ! you will upon the fird 
opportunity quiet my ſcruples.—— Oh, Sir! my 
tather's bard hcart is not to be ſoftened, ard I am 
in the utmoſt deſpair. 

Mac. But if I could raiſe a ſmall ſum would 
not twenty guineas, think you, move them ?—Ot 
all the arguments in the way of buſineſs the per- 
quilite is the molt prevailing. Vour father's per- 
quilite for the eſcape of priſoners muſt amount to 
a conliverable ſum in the year. Money well 


tim'd and properly applied will do any thing, 


AIR XXXIII. London ladies. 
If you at an office ſolicit your due, 
Aud would not have matters neglected, 
You muſt quicken the clerk with the perquiſite 
GO, 
To do what his duty directed. 
Or would you the frowns of a lady prevent, 
She too has this palpable failing; 
1 he perquilite ſoftens her into conſent, 
That reaſon with all is prevailing. 


Lucy, What love or maney can do, ſhall be 
nes for all my comfort depends upon your 
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Enter Polly. 

Polly. Where is my dear huſband ?—Wasa rope 
ever intended for this neck! —Oh let me throw 
my arms about it, and throttle thee with love — 
Why doſt thou turn away from me — tis thy 
Polly —'tis thy wife. 

Mac. Was ever ſuch an unfortunate raſcal as I 
am! 

Lucy. Was there ever ſuch another villain! 

Polly. Oh, Macheath! was it for this we parted? 
Taken! impriſoned! tried ! Hanged !'—Cruel rc- 
fetiom! I'll ſtay with thee till death uo force 
ſhall tear thy dear wife from thee now. —— What 
means my love? — nest one kind word! not ove 
kind look !—Think what thy Tony ſutlers to ſce 
thee in this condition. 


AIR XXXIV. All in the Downs, &e. 


Thus when the ſwallow, ſeking prey, 

Within the ſath is clotely pent, 
His conſort with bemoyniag lay, 

Without ſits pining tor tir event; 
Her chatt'ring lovers all around her (kim ; 
She heeds them not (poor bird!) her ſoul's 

with him. 

Mac. I muſt difown her. [ Aſide. } The wench 
is diſtracted ! | 
Lucy. Am I then bilked of my virtue? can l 
have no reparation ? Sure men were born to hie, 
and women to believe them Oh villain ! vile 
lain! 
Polly. Am I not thy wife ?—Thy neglect of 
me, thy averſion to mc, too ſeverely prov es it ,— 
Look on me— Tell me, am I not thy wife? 
Lucy. Perfidious wretch |! 
Polly. Barbarous huſband! 
Lucy. Hadſt thou been hang'd five months ago, 
had been happy. 
Polly. And I too,—-If you had been kind to me 
till death, it woull not have vex'd me—and that's 
no very unreaſonable requett (though from à wife) 
to a man who hath uct above ſcven or eight days 
to live. 
Lucy. Art thou then marricd to another? haſt 
thou two wiyes, moulter? | 
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am thinking of hanging. 


Mac. If womens' tongues can ceaſe for an an. 
ſwer hear me. 
Lucy. I wont. —Fleh and blood can't bear my 
uſage. 


Polly. Shall not I claim my own ?—Juſtice bid; 
me ſpeak. 


AIR XXXV. Have you heard of a frolickſome 
a dit). 
Mac. How happy could I be with either, 
Were t'other dear charmer away 
But while ye thus teaſe we together, 
To neither a word will I ſay; 


But toll de roll, &c. 


Polly. Sure, my dear! there ought to be ſome 
preference ſhewn to a wife; at leaſt the may claim 
the appearance of it. He mult be diſtracted with 
his misfortunes, or he could not uſe me thus. 

Lucy. Oh, villain! villain! thon haſt deceived 
me.—I could even inform againſt thee with plea- 
fore, Not a prude wiſhes more heartily to have 
facts againſt her intimate acquaintance than I now 
wiſh to have facts againſt thee, I would have her 
fatisfaftion, and they ſhould all out. 


AIR XXXVI. Vie trot. 


Pally. I'm bubbled. | 

Lucy, I'm bubbled. 

Polly. O how I am troubled ! 

Lucy. Bamboozlcd and bit! 

Polly. My diſtreſſes are doubled. 

Lucy. When you come to the tree, ſhould the 
hangman refuſe, 

Theſe fingers, with pleaſure, could faſten 

the nooſe, : 


Polly. I'm bubbled, &c. 


Mac. Be pacified, my dear Lucy—this is all a 
fetch of Polly's to make me deſperate with you 
in caſe I get off. If I am hang'd ſhe would fain 
have the credit of being thought my widow. 
Really, Polly, this is no time for a diſpute of this 
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OPERA. 
Polly. And haſt thou the heart to perſiſt in diſ- 


owning me ? 

Mac; And haſt thou the J- art to perſiſt in per- 
ſuading me that I am married? Why, Polly, doſt 
thou ſeek to aggravate my misfortunes ? 

Lucy. Really, Mifs Peachum, you do but expoſe 
yourſelf: beſides 'tis barbarous in you to worry a 
gentleman in his circumſtances, 


: AIR XXXVII. 
Polls, Ceaſe your funning, 
Force or cunning 
Never ſhall my heart trepan : 
All theſe ſallies 
Are but malice, 
To ſeduce my conſtant man. 
'Tis moſt certain, 
By their flirting, 
Women oft have envy ſhewn 3 
Pleas'd to ruin, 
Others wooing, 
Never happy in their own ! 


Decency, Madam, methinks might teach you to 
behave yourſelf with ſome reſerve with the huſ- 
band, while his wife is preſent; 

Mac. But ſeriouſly, Polly, this is carrying the 
joke a little too far. 
Lucy, If you are determined, Madam, to raiſe a 
diſturbance in the priſon, I ſhall be obliged to ſend 
for the Turnkey to ſhew you the door. Iam 
ſorry, Madam, you force me to be ſo ill bred, 
Polly. Give me leave to tell you, Madam, theſe 
forward airs don't become you in the leaſt, Ma- 
dam; and my duty, Madam, obliges me to ftay 
with my huſband, Madam. 


AIR XXXVIIL Good morrow, goſſip Joan. 


Lucy. Why, how now, Madam Flirt ? 
If you thus muſt chatter, 
And are for flinging dirt, 
Let's try who belt can ſpatter, 


ſort ; for whenever you are talking of marriage, 
4 % 1.1 


Madam Flirt 


* 
* - 


—— * %*. 
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Polly. Why, how now, ſaucy jade? 
Sure the wench is tipſy 
How can you ſee me made 
The ſcoff of ſuch a giply ? 
Saucy jade 


[To him. 
[To her. 


Enter Peachum. 
Peach. Where's my wench ! Ah, hufly, huſly 


Come you home, you ſlut; and when your fel- 


low is hanged, hang yourſelf to make your tamily 
ſome amends. 

Polly. Dear, dear, father! do not tear me from 
him. — I muſt ſpeak ; I have more to ſay to him. 
om, twift thy fetters about me, that he may not 
| haul me from thee ! 
| Peach, Sure all women are alike ! if ever they 
| commit one folly, they are ſure to commit ano- 
ther by expoſing themſclves.—Away—not a word 


F more—You are my priſoner now, huſſy. 


2) AIR XXIX, Irifs howl. 


Pally. No pow'r, on earth can cer divide 
The knot that ſacred love hath ty'd. 
When parents draw againſt our mind 
The truelove's knot they faſter bind. 
Oh, oh ray, oh Amborah—Oh, oh, &c. 


[ iolding Macheath, Peachum pulling ber. 
Exeunt Peachum and Polly. 


Mac. I am naturally compaſſionate, wife, fa 
that I could not uſe the wench as ſhe deſerved, 
which made you at firſt ſuſpect there was ſome- 
thing in what ſhe ſaid. 

0 Indeed, my dear ! I was ſtrangely puz- 
zled. 

Mac. If that had been the caſe, her father 
would never have brought me into this circum- 
ſauce No, Lucy—1 had rather die than be 
falſe to thee. 

Lucy. How happy am 1 if you ſay this from 
ous heart! for 1 love thee ſo that I could ſooner 

ear to ſce thee hanged than in the arms of ano- 


r. 
Mac. But could thou bear to ſee me hanged ? 
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Lucy. Oh, Macheath ! I can never live to ſee 
that day. 

Mac, You ſee, Lucy, in the account of love 
you are in my debt; and you muft now be con- 
vinced that I rather chuſe to die than be another's 
Make me, if poſſible, love thee more, and let 
me owe my life to thee—If you refuſe to aflift 
me, Peachum and your father will immediately 
put me beyond all means of cſcape. 

Lucy, My father, I know, hath been drinking 
hard with the priſoners, and I fancy he is now 
taking his nap ia his own room — If I can procure 
the keys, ſhall I go off with thee, my dear? 

Mac. If we arc together "twill be impoſſible to 
lie concealed. As foon as the ſearch begins to be a 
little cool, I will ſend to thee—till then my heart 
is thy priſoner. 

Lucy. Come then, my dear huſband—owe thy 
life to me—and though you love me not—be 
grateful But that Polly runs in my head 
ſtrangely. 

Mac. A moment of time may make us uns 
happy for ever. 


AIR XL. The Laſs of Patie's Milk 


Lucy. I like the fox ſhall grieve, _ 
: Whoſe mate hath left her ſide; 
Whom hounds, from morn to eve, 
Chaſe o'er the country wide. 
Where can my lover hide ? 
Where cheat the wary pack ? 
If love be not his guide, 
He never will come back ! 


[ Exeurt. 


—_— 


Aer 


SCENE, Newgate 
Loclit, Lucy. 
Loc lit. 


O be ſore, wench, yon muſt have been aid- 
ing and abettiug te help him to this eſe# 
ue. Sir, here hath been Peachum and hi 


daughter Polly, and to be ſure they know the 


l 
| 
l 
| 
: 


| 
| 
] 


have you? 


ſhould. never do any thing but upon the foot of 


' 


232,. | 
ways of Newgate as well as if they had been born 
and bred in the place all their lives. Why muſt 


all ſuſpicion light upon me?_ | 
Eck. Lucy, >, I 45 have none of thefe 
ſhuMing anſwers, ws 
Lacy, Well then—If I know any thing of him 
I wiſh I may be burnt! 
Lock. Keep your temper, Lucy, or I ſhall pro- 
nounce you guilty, 
Lucy. Keep your's, Sir—I do wiſh T may be 
burgy, I do—and what can Iſay more to convince 
ou; ; 
Lock. Did he tip handſomely ?—how much did 
he come down with? Come, huſſey, don't cheat 
our father, and I ſhall not be angry with you— 
erhaps you have made a better bargain with him 
than I could have done—How much, my good 


girl J, . 5 

Lucy, Tou know, Sir, I am fond of him, and 
would haye given money to have kept him with 
me, bis 

Lock. Ah Lucy! thy education might have we 
thee more upon thy guard; for a girl in the bar 
of an alchouſe is always beſieged. 

Lucy, Dear Sir, mention not my, education— 
for twas to that I owe my ruin. : 


AIR XLI. I love's a ſweet F & Cc. 
When young at the bar you firſt taught me to 
ores, 8 

And bid me be free of my lips, and no more; 
I was kiſs' d by the parſon, the ſquire, and the ſot; 
When the gueſt was departed the kiſs was forgot: 
But his kiſs was fo ſweet, and ſo cloſely he preſt, 
That I languiſh'd and pin'd till I granted the reſt. 
If you can forgive me, Sir, Iwill make a fair con- 
feſſion; for to be ſure he bath bgen a moſt bar- 
barous villain to me. 

Lock. And fo you have let him eſcape, huſſey— 


Lucy. When a woman loves, a kind look, a 
tender word, can perſuade her to any thing—and 
I could aſk no other bribe, + 

Lock. Thou wilt always be a vulgar flut, Lucy. 
If von would not be looked upon as a fool, you 
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intereſt : thoſe that aft otherwiſe are their own 
bubbles. : | ' 

Lucy, But love, Sir, is a misfortune that may 
happen to the moſt diſcreet woman, and' in love 
we are all fools alike—Notwithſtanding all he 
ſwore I arg now fully convinced that Polly Pea- 
chum is actually his wife—Did I let him eſcape 
(fool that I was!) to go to her?—Polly will 
wheedle herſelf into his money; and then Pea- 
chum will hang him and cheat us both. 

Lick. So T ami to be ruined, becauſe forfooth 
yon muſt be in love!—A very pretty excuſe ! 

Lucy, 1 could murder that impudent happy 
trumpet, —1 gave him his life, and that - creature 
enjoys the ſweets of t—Ungrateful Macheath | 


AIR XLII. South Sea Ballad. 


My love is all madneſs and folly; 

Alone I lie, 

Toſs, tumble, and cry, 
What a happy creature is Polly! 
Was e er ſuch a wretch 2s I! 

With rage I redden like ſcarlet 
That my dear inconſtant varlet, 
Stark blind to my charms, 

Is loft in the arms 
Of that jilt, that inveigling harlot ! 

Stark blind to my charms, 

Is loſt in the arms | 
Of that jilt, that inveigling harlot ! 
This, this my reſentment alarms, 


Lick. And fo, after all this miſchief, I muſt 
ſtay here to be entertained with your caterwaul» 
ing, Miſtreſs Puſs Out of my fight, wanton 
ſtrumpet! you ſhall faſt and mortify yourſelf'into 
reaſon, with now and then a little handſome dif- 
cipline to bring you to your ſenſes. Go |[ Exit 
Lucy] Peachum then intends to outwit me mn 
this affair, but I'll be even with him. The dog 
is leaky in his liquor, fo I'll ply him that way, 
get the ſecret from him, and turn this affair to 
my own advantage —Peachum is my compt- 
nion, my friend According to the cuſtom of 
the Dort indeed, he may quote thouſands of 


* 


make 


precedents for cheating me — and ſhall not T 


. RO % 2 CY 
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; 
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make uſe of the privilege of friendſhip to make 
him a return! 


AIR XLII. Packineton's pound. 
Thus gameſlers united in friendſhip are tound, 
Though they know that their induſtry all is a 
cheat ; 
They flock to their prey at the dice-box's found, 
And join to promote one another's deccit : 
Bnt if by miſhap 
They fail of a chap, 
To keep in their hands, they each other entrap; 
Like pikes lank with hunger, who miſs ot their 
ends, 
They bite their companions, and prey on their 
friends, 

Now, Peachum, you and I, like honeſt tradeſ- 
men, are to have a fair trial which of us two can 
overreach the other. Lucy [Enter Lucy. 
are there any of Peachum's people now in the 
houſe ? 

Lucy. Filch, Sir, is drinking a quartern of ſtrong 
waters in the next room with Black Moll. 

Lock. Bid him come to me, [Exit Lucy. 


Euter Filch. 

Mhy, boy, thou lookeſt as if thou wert half 
ſtarv'd; like a ſhotten herring. But, boy, 
canſt thou tell me u here thy maſter is to be found? 
Filch. At his lock, Sir, at The Crooked Billet, 
Lock, Very well have nothing more with you. 
Exit Filch] I'll go to him there, tor I have many 
important affairs to ſettle with him, and in the 
way of thoſe tranſactions I'll arttully get into his 
ſecret—ſo that Macheath ſhall not remain a day 
longer out of my clutches, [Fait. 


SCENE, A gamiag-houſe, 


Macheath iz a fize tarniſbed coat, Ben, Budge, Mat. 
of the Mint. 


Mac. I am ſorry, gentlemen, the road was {' 
barren of money. When my tricuds arc in difh- 
culties I am always glad that my fortune can be 
ſerviceable to them, {Gives them /maoxey.] You 
ſee, gentlemen, I am not a mere court-triend, 


OPEEA 
AIR XLIV. Lllibulero. 


The mod-s of the court ſo common are grown, 
That a true friend can hasdly be met; 

Friendſhip for intcreſt is but a loan, 

Which they let out for what they can get. 
"T15 true, you find 
Some friends fo kind, 

Who will give you good counſel themſelves to de- 
In torrowtul ditty, | fend ; 
They promite, they pity, 

But ſhitt you tor money from friend to friend. 


But we, gentlemen, have til! honour enough to 
break thro' the corruptions of the world-—znd 
while 1 can ſerve you, you may command me. 

Ben, It grieves my heart that fo generous a 
man ſhould be involved in ſuch Lifculties as ob- 
lige him to live with ſuch ill company, and herd 
with gameſters. 

Mat. See the partiality of mankind !=—one 
man may ſteal a horſc better than another look 
over a hedge, —Of all mechanicks, of all ſervile 
handicraftimen, a gameſter is the vileſt ; but yet, 
as many of the quality are of the profeſſion, he is 
admitted amonglit the politeſt company. I wonder 
we are not more reipected. 

Mac. There will be deep play to night at Ma- 
rybone, and conſequently money may be picked 
up upon the road. Meet me there, and I'll give 
you the hint who is worth ſetting. 

Mut. The fellow with a browa coat with a nar» 
row gold binding, I am told is never without 
money. 

Mac. What do you mean, Mat. —ſure you 
will not think of meddling with him! he's a 
good honeſt kind of fellow, and one of us. 

Ben. To Le ſure, Sir, we will put ourſelve; 
under your direction. 

Mac, Have an eye upon the money-lenders—- 
A rouleau or two would prove a pretty fort of an 
expedition. I hate extortion, 


Mat. Thoſe rouleaus are very pretty things 
I hate your bank bills—there is ſuch a hazard in 


putting them off. 
Mac. There is 4 certain man of diſtinction, 


who profeſſes every thing and will do nothing. 


who in his time hath nick d me ont ef a great 
cal 


. ne nr nm 


| 
| 


24 
deal of the ready: hu is in my caſh, Ben, Il I! 
point him out to you this evening, and you fhall 
draw upon bim for the debt The company are 
et; I hear the diccbox in the other room; ſo, 
Lewe your ſervant. You'll meet me at 
arybone. 
t. Upon honour, 


SCENE, Peach m's lock, 


A table with wine, brandy, pipes, and tobacco, 
Peachum, Lockif. 


Lek. The coronation-account, brother Pea- 
chum, is of ſo intricate a nature that I believe it 
will never be ſettled. 

Peach. It conſiſts indeed of a great variety of 
articles—lt was worth to our people, in fees o 
different kinds, above ten inſtallments Bur, 
brother, it is impoſſible for us now to enter upon 
this affair—we ſhould have the whole day before 
us—Beſtdes, the account of the laſt half-year's 
plate is in a book by itſelf, which lies at the other 
office. 

Lock. To-day ſhall he for pleaſure - to-morrow 
for buſineſs.— Ah, brother! th6ſe davghters of 
ours are two flippery huſſies—Keep a watchful 
eye upon Polly, and Macheath in a day or two 
ſhall be your own again. 


AIR XLV. Down in the North country. 
Lock. What gudgeons are we men 
Ev'ry woman's eaſy prey; 
Tho' we have felt the hook, agen 
We bite, and they betray, 
The bird that hath been trapt, 
When he hears his calling mate, 
To her he flies; again he's clapt 
Within the wry grate. 
Peach. But what fignifics caching the bird, if 
your eughter Lucy wall ſet open che door of the 
c 
Lock. If men were anſwerable for the v0lly and 
frailties of their wives and daughters, no fred; 
could keep. good correſpondence together for 
two days—This is unkind of you, brother, for 
among good friends, what they ſay or do goes for 
thing. - 


Py » 
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| Enter Filch. 
Serv. Sir, here's Mrs. Diana Trapes wants to 
ſpeak to you. | | 
Peach. Shall we admit her, brother lockit ? 
Lock. By all means—ſhe's a good cuſtomer, 


and a fine ſpoken woman—and a woman who | 
drinks and talks ſo frecly will enliven the conver-| 


ſation. 
Peach. Deſire her to walk in. 
Enter Mrs, Trapes, 
Dear Mrs. Dye, your ſervant—one may know by 
your kiſs that your gin is excellent. 


quors. 

Lack. There's no perfum'd breath like it—]! 
have heen long acquainted with the flavour of 
thoſe lips — ha'n't I, Mrs, Dye? 

Trapes. Fill it up—l take as large draught; 


4 


* 
* 


7 


[Ext Filch. 


Trapes. I was always very curious in my l- 


| 


of liquor as 1 did of love—I hate a flincher in 


either. 


fa, la, la, &c. 


Likes ſparrow at all times was ready for love, fa, 1 


1 


| la, la, &c. 

The life of all mortals in kiſſing ſhould paſs, 

Lip to lip while we're young, then the lip to the 
glaſs, fa, la, &c. 


But now, Mr. Peachum, to our buſineſs. If you 
haye blacks of any kind brought in of late, man- 
tuas—velvet ſcarfi—petticoats—let it be what it 
will-—L am your chap— for all my ladies are very 
tond of mourning. 


hard with us, that we can afford to give the geu- 


tle or nothing, 0 

Trapes. The hard times oblige me to go very 
near in my dealing—To be ſure; of late years! 
Uave been a great ſufferer by the parliament-- 
three thonſand ponnds would hardly make me! 
ameuds— The act for deſtroying the Mint was « 


AIR XLVI. 2 ſhepherd kept ſheep, &e. & 
In the days of my youth I could bill like a dove, i 


„ 
A 


* 


5 


Peach. Why look ye, Mrs. Dye—you deal {Þ 


tlemen who venture their lives for the goods |it- 


ſeverc cut upon our buſineſs— till then, if a cu'-8 


tomer ſtept out of the way—we knew where te 


ſhave her No doubt rau know Mrs. 


Coaxer 
Tbere 


bY 
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s to MW There's a wench now (till to-day) with a good 

SF ſuit of clothes of mine upon her back, and 1 
FL could never ſet eyes upon her for three months 
ner, together — Since the act too againſt impriſon- 
who ment for ſmall ſums, my loſs there too hath been 
ver- very conſiderable; and it muſt be fo when a lady 

X can borrow a handſome perticoat or a clean gown, 
cb. and 1 not have the leaſt hank upon her; and o' 


my conſcience, now a-days moſt ladies take de- 
light in cheating when they can do it with „ 

Peach. Madam, you had a handſome gold 
watch of us t'other day for ſeven guineas— Con- 
ſidering we muſt have our profit to a gentleman 
upon the road a gold watch will be ſcarce worth 
the taking. 

Trapes. Conſider, Mr. Peachum, that watch 
was remarkable, and not of very fafe ſale It 

ou have any black velvet ſcarfs they are a 
er winter wear, aud take with moſt gen- 
tlemen who deal with my cuſtomers—'Tis I that 
put the ladies upon a good foot: tis nut youth 
or beauty that fixes the price; the gentlemen al- 
ways pay according to their dreſs, from half- a- 


, crown to two guineas, and yet thoſe huſſies make 
nothing of bilking of me.— Then too, allowing 
} for aceſdents I have eleven cuſtomers now down 
he under the ſurgeon's hand—what with fees and 
other expences there are great out-goings and 
ou BR no comings-in, and not a farthing to pay for at 
in- leaſt .a month's clothing —We run great riſks— 
it great riſks, indeed, 
IT) Peich. As 1 remember you ſaid ſomething juſt 
now of Mrs. Coaxer. 

64 Trapes. Yes, dir—to be ſure I ſtripped her of 
eu- a ſuit of my own clothes about two hours ago, 
i- and have left her, as ſhe ſhould be, in her (hitt, 

/ with a lover of her's, at my houſe, She called 
1 him up ſtairs as he was going to Marybone in a 
$ L hackney-couch—and 1 hope, for her own ſake 

_s and mine, ſhe will perſuade the Captain to re- 
me deem her, for the Captain is very generous to the 
$ 4 ladies, 

11 Lock. What Captain! 
te Trapes. He thought I did not know him 


15 

Peach. To-morrow, dear Mrs. Dye, you ſhall 
ſet your own price upon any of the goods you 
like—We have at Jeaſt half a dozen velvet ſcarf, 
and all at your fervice, Will you give me leave 
to make you a prefent of this ſuit of night-clothes 
for your own wearing ? Bat are you ſure it is 
Captain Macheath ' 

Trapes. Though he thinks I have forgot him, 
nobody knows hun better. I have taken a great 
deal of the Captain's money in my time at ſe- 
cond-hand, tor he always loved to have his ladies * 
well dreſt. 

Peach. Mr. Lockit and I have a little bufineſs 
with the Captain—yoa underſtand me—ahd we 
will ſatisty you tor Mrs. Coaxer's debt. 

Lock. Depend upon it—we will deal like men 
of honour. 

Trapes I don't inquire after your affiirs—ſo 
whatever happens I wath my * on't— It hath 
always been my mexim, that one friend ſhould 
aſſiſt another—But if you plevſe, I'll take one 
of the ſearfs home with me; tis always good to 
have ſomething in hand, [ Eceunt. 


SCENE, Newgate. 
Enter Lucy. 
Jealouſy, rage, love, and fear are at once tear- 
ing me to pierce 8. How am I weather-bcurcu and 
ſhattered with diſtreſſes! 


AIR XLVII. One evening Having lof! my way. 
I'm like a (kiff on the vrcan tolt, 
Now high, now low, with each Lillow borne, 
With her rudder broke and her auchor loſt, 
Deſerted and all torlorn. 
White thus J lie tolling and toſſing all night, 
That Polly lies ſporting on ſeas of delight ! 
Revenge, revenge, r-Veuge, 


Shall appeaſe my reitleſs ſprite, 


I have the Tat{bane tea d——1 run no riſk ; for 
I can lay her death upon the gin, and ſo many 
die of that naturally, that I ſhall never be called 


an intimate acquaintance of yours, Mr. Peachum 
—only Captain Macheath—as fine as U lord. 


in quelliun — But fay 1 were to be hanged—— 
I never could be hanged for ary thing that would 
| T give 


8 


was perfectly out of myſtlf; and really when 


Fort:ible a reconciliation. 


26. | 
ive me greater comfort than the poiſoning that 


ut. 
Enter Filch. 
Filch. Madam, here's Miſs Polly come to wait 
upon you. | 
Lucy. Show her in. 
Enter Polly, | 
Dezr Madam! your ſervant T hope you will 
rdon my paſſion when I was ſo happy to ſec you 
2ſt. I was fo over-run with the ſpleen, that I 


one hath the ſpleen, every thing is to be excuſed 
by a friend. 


AIR XLVIII. Now, Roger, Pl tell thee, 
, becauſe thou'rt my ſon. 
When a wife's in the pout, 
(As ſhe's ſometimes, no doubt) 
The good huſband as meck as a lamb, 
Her vapours to ſtil], 
Firſt grants her her will, 
And the quiet ing draught is a dram; 
Poor man ! And the quieting draught is a dram. 


I wiſh all our quarrels might have fo com- 


Polly. I have no excuſe for my own behaviour, 
Madam, but my own misfortuncs and really, 
Madam, I ſuffer too much on your account. 

Lucy, But, Mifs Polly in the way of friend. 
ſhip, will you give me Icave to propoſe a glaſs of 
cordial «to you? 

Polly. Strong waters are apt to give me the 
head-ach. -I hope, Madam, you wii excnſe me. 

Lucy. Not the greateſt lady in the land could 
have better in her cloſet for her own private 
drinking -— You ſeem mighty low in ſpirits, my 
dear | | 

Polly. I am ſorry, Madam, my health will not 
allow me to accept of your offer I ſhonld not 
have left you in the rude manner I did when we 
lalt met, Madam, had not my papa hauled me 


away fo unexpettedly——1T was indeed fomewhat 
provoked, and might uſe 'fome expreſſions that 
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elty, that I deſerved your pity rather than your 
retentment. -» 

Lucy. But ſince his eſcape no doubt all matters 
are made up again—Ah Polly! Folly! tis I am 
the unhappy w:fe, and he loves you as if you 
were only his miſtreſs, 

P3lly. Sure, Madam, you cannot think me ſo 
happy as to be the object of your jealouſy —— A 
man is always afraid of a woman who loves him 
too well So that I muſt expect to be neglected 
and avoided, 

Lucy. Then our cafes, my dear Polly! are ex- 
cy alike; both of us indeed have been too fond. 


AIR XLIX. o B Bell, &c. 


Folly, A curſe attends that woman's love, 
Who always would be pleaſing, 
Lucy. The pertneſs of the billing dove, 
Like tickling, is but teuzing. 
Polly. What then in love can woman do? 
Lucy, If we grow fond they ſhun us. 
Poily. And when we fly them, they purſue ; 
Lucy. But leave us when they've won us. 


Lucy. Love is ſo very whimſical in both ſexes, 
that it is impoſſible to be lait inſ - but my heart is 
particular, and contradifts my own obſervation. 

Polly. But really, Miſtreis Lucy, by his laſt 
behaviour I think I ought to envy you —— When 
I was forced trom him he did not ſhew the Jeatt 
tenderneſs - but perhaps he hath not a heart ca- 
pable of it. 


AIR L. Vou'd fate to me Belinda give, 


Among the men coquettes we find, 
Who court by turns all womankind 
And we grant all their hearts delir'd, 
When they are flatter'd and admir'd. 


The coquettes of both ſexes are ſelf-lovers, and 
that is a love no other whatever can diſpoſſeſs. 
fear, my+ dear Lucy! our huſband is one of 
thoſe. | 

Lucy. Away with theſe melancholy reflcxions 


were difrcſpgtful—but really, Madam, the Cap- 
tain "treated me with fo much contempt and eru- 


—lodeed, my dear Polly! we are both of us a 
cup 
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cup too low; let me prevail upon you to accept 
of my offer. 


AIR L!. Come, ſweet Liſs. 
Come, ſweet laſs, 
Let's banilh ſorrow 
Tilt to-morrow ; 
Come, ſwect laſs, 

Let's take a chirping glaſs. 

Wine can clcar 

The vapours of deſpair, 
And make us light as air; 
Then drink and benith care. 


T can't bear, child, to ſee you in ſuch low ſpirit | 
—and 1 moſt perſuade you to what I know will 
do vou goud (hail now ſoon be even with 
the hypocritical ſtrumpet. [A de. [ Exit. 
Polly. All this wheedling of Lucy can't be for 
nothing—at this time too, when 1 Know the hates 
me—The diſſcmbling of a woman is always the 
forerunner of miſchief —By pouring ſtrong wa- 
ters down my throat ſhe thinks to pump ſome 
ſecret out of me—1'll be upon my guard, and 
wou't taſte a drop of her liquor, I'm reſolved. 


Enter Lucy with ſtrong waters. 

Lucy. Come, Mits Polly. 

Polly. Indeed, child, you have given yourſelt 
trouble to no purpoſe—You muſt, my dear! ex- 
cuſe me. 

Lucy. Really, Miſs Polly, you are as ſqueam- 
iſhly aſſected about taking a cup of Rrong waters 
as a lady before company. I vow, Polly, I tha!l 
take it monſtronlly ill if you refuſe me Brandy 
and men (though women love them never to 
well) are always taken by us wich ſome reluc- 
tance—unlcſs 'tis in private. 

Polly. I proteit, Madam, it goes againſt me— 
What do I ſee! Macheath again in cultody !— 
now every glimmering of happincts is lolt ! 

[Drops the glaſs of liquor 6a the ground, 

Lacy, Since things are thus, I'm glad the 
wench hath eſcap'd ; for by this event tis plain 
the was not happy enough to deſerve to be poi- 
ſon d. ; Nie. 


Enter Lockit, Macheath, and Peachum. 

Lock. Set vour heart at reſt, Captain — You 
have neither the chance of love or money for an- 
other eſcipe, for you are ordered to be call d 
down upon your tria! immediately, + 

Peach Away, hufſſies —this is not a time for 
a man to be hampered with his wives—-you ite 
the gentleman is in chains already, 

Lucy. O buſbind, huſband my heart long'd 
to ſee thee, but to ſee thee thus diſtracts me 

Polly. Will not my dear huſband look upon 
his Polly? Why hadtt thou not flown to me for 
protection? with me thou hadſt been fate. 


AIR LI. The la time I came ver the Mr. 
Polly. Hither, dear huſband! turn your eyes. 
Lucy. Beſtow one glance to cheer me. 

Polly. Think with that look thy Polly dies. 
Lucy. O ſhun me not, but hear me. 
Polly. Tis Polly ſues. 

Lucy. 'Tis Lucy ſpeaks. 

Polly. Is thus true love requited? 

Lucy. My heart is buriting. 


Polly. Mine too breaks, 
Lucy. Muſt I, 
Polly. Muſt I be ſlighted? 


Mac. What would vou have me ſay, ladies? 
You fee, this affair will ſoon be at an end, with- 
out my diſobliging either of you. 

Peach. But the ſettling this point, Captain, 
might prevent a law-ſuit between your twowidows, 


AIR LIII. Tom Tinker my true love, &c. 

Mac. Which way ſhall I rorn me—how can 1decide? 
Wives, the day of our death, arc as fond 8s 

a bride. (hear, 

One wite is too much for maſt huſbands to 

But two at a time there's no mortal can bear, 

This way, and that way, and which way I 

will, [would take II. 

What would comfort the one, t'other wie 


Polly. But if his own misfortunes have made 
him inſenlible to mine father ſure will be more 
compaſſionate—Dear, dear Sir! ſink the material 
evidence, and bring him off at his trial--Polly 


upon her knees begs it of you, 
C 2 AIR 


AIR LIV. TI am a poor ſhepherd undone. 
When my hero in court appears, 
And ſtands arrajgn'd for his life, 
Then think of poor Polly's tcars, 
For ah ! poor Polly's his wife. 
Like the failor he holds up his hand, 
Diſtreſ on the daſhing wave; 
To die adry death at land, 
Is as bad as a watry grave. 
And alas, poor Polly! 
Alack and well-a-day ! 
Before I was in love, 
Oh! ev'ry month was May. 


f 


— 


Lucy. If Peachum's heart is hardened, ſure you 
$ir, will have more compaſſion on a daughter— 
I know the evidence js in your power—How then 
can you bg a tyrant to me? [ Kneeling. 


AIR LV. Ianthe the lovely, &c. 
When he holds up his hand arraign'd for his life, 
O think of your daughter, and think I'm his wife! 
What are cannons and bombs, or claſhing of 
ſwords! 
or death is more certain by witneſſes words: 
hen gail up their lips, that dread thunder allay, 
And each month of my life will hereafter be May. 


| Tock. Macheath's time js come, Lucy—We 
know our own affairs, therefore let us þave no 
more whimpering or whining. | | 


AIR LVI. Acobler there was. &c. 
| — like the great, to ſecure a retreat, 
When matters require it, muſt give up : 

And 2 why, + eee 
Or, inſtead of the fry, 
-  Ev'n Peachum and I, 
* Like poor, petty raſcals, might hang, hang, 
Like poor, petty raſcals, might hang. 


Peach, Set your heart at reſt, Polly, your huſ- 
band is to die to-day ; therefore, if you are not 
already provided, tis high time to look about for 
nr for you, you ſlut. 

Loct. We are r Sir, to conduct you to th 

Old Bailey, © oe Hoh ood 
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AIR LVII. Bonny Dundce. 
Mac, The charge is prepar'd, the lawyers are met, 
The judges all rang'd, (a terrible ſhow !) 
I go yndiſmay'd—for death is a debt, 
A debt on 4 take what I owe, 
Then farewel, my love! — dear charmer, | 
adieu! 
Contented I die — tis the better for you. 
Here mas all diſpute for the reſt of our 
ives, 

For this way at once ] pleaſe all my wives. 
Now, gentlemen, I am ready to attend you. 
Excunt Peachum, Lockit, and Macheath, 

Polly. Follow them, Filch, to the court; and, 
when the trial is over, bring me a particular ac- 
count of his behaviour, — 2 every thing that 
happened Vou' ll find me here with Miſs Lucy. 
[Exit Filch ] But why is all this muſic ? 5 

Lucy, The priſoners whoſe trials are put off till MR 
next ſeſſions are diverting themſclves. * 

Polly. Sure there is nothing ſo charming s 
muſic! I'm fond of it to diſtraction — But, alas 
now all mirth ſeems an inſult upon my affliction. 
Let us retire, my dear Lucy, and indulge our 
ſorrows — The noiſy crew, you ſee, are coming | 
upon us. [Exeunt. 
A dance of priſoners in chains, &c, 


SCENE, The condemn'd hold. 
Machcath in a melancholy poſture, 


AIR LVIII. Happy groves. 
O cruel, cruel, cruel caſe ! 
Muſt I ſuffer this diſgrace ? 


AIR LIX. Of all the girls that are fo ſmart, 
Of all the friends in time of grief, 
When threat'ning death looks grimmer, 
Not one ſo ſure can bring relief, 
As this beſt friend, a brimmer, [Drinks. | 
to 


AIR LX. Britons, ſtrite hom. 
Since I muſt ſwing I ſcorn, I ſcorn to wince or 
uhine. [ Riſes, 


AIR 


e. 


| 


£ 


es, 


ATR LXI. Chevy choſe. 
But now again my ſpirits ſink, 
I'll raiſe them high with wine. 

[ Drinks a glaſs of wine. 


AIR LXII. 77 old Sir Simon the king. 
But valour the ſtronger grows 
The ſtronger liquor we're drinking. 
And how can we feel our woes, 
When we've loſt the trouble of thinking. 
[ Drinks, 


AIR LXIII. Foy to great Ceſar, 
If thus A man can die 
Much bolder with brandy. 
[ Pours out a bumper of brandy. 


AIR LXIV. There was an old woman, &c. 
So I drink off this bumper—and now I can ſtand 
the teſt, | 
And my comrades ſhall ſee that I die as brave as 
the beſt. [ Drinks. 


AIR LXV. Did you ever hear of à gallant ſailor, 
But can I leave my pretty huſſies, 
Withont one tear or tender ſigh ? 


AIR LXVI. IWhy are mine eyes ſtill flowing, 
Their eyes, their lips, their buſſes, 
Recall my love=Ah! mutt I die? 


AIR LXVII. Green ſleeves. 
Since laws were made for ev'ry degree, 
To curb vice in others as well as in me, 
I wonder we ha'n't better company 

Upon Tyburn tree. 
But gold from law can take out the ſting; 
And if rich men, like us, were to ſwing, 
"T would thin the land ſuch uumbers to itring 
Upon Tyburn tree. 
Tailor. Some friends of yours, Captain, deſire 
to be admitted I leave you together, 


Enter Ben. Budge and Mat. of the Mint. 
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The ſheriff's officers, I believe, are now at the 
door.— That Jemmy Twitcher thould peach me, 
I own, turpriſed me. — Tis a plain proof that 
the world is all alike, and that even our gang can 
no more truſt one another than other people 
therefore I beg you, gentlemen, to look well to 
vourſelves, for in all paobability you may live 
ſome months longer. 

Mat. We are heartily ſorry, Captain, for your 
misfortune; but 'tis what we mult all come to. 

Mac. Peachum and Lockit, you know, are in- 
famous ſcoundrels : their lives are as much in 
your pawer as yours are in theirs—Remember 
your dying fricad—'tis my laſt requeſt——- Kring 
thoſe villains to the gallows before you, and I am 
ſatisfied. 

Mat. We'll do it. 

Juilor. Miſs Polly and Miſs Lucy entreat a 
word with you. 

Mac. Gentlemen, adieu. 

Exeunt Ben. Budge and Mat, of the Mint. 


Enter Lucy and Polly. 


Mac, My dear Lucy—my dear Polly—whatſo- 

ever hath palt between us, is now at an end If 

ou are fond of marrying again, the beſt advice 
nb ive you is, to ſhip yourſelves off for the 
Weſt Indies, where you'll have a fair chance of 
getting a huſbaud a-piece, or, by good luck, two 
or three, as you like beſt, 
Holly. How can 1 ſupport this ſight ! 
Lucy. There is nothing moves one ſo much as 
a great man in diſtreſs, 


AIR L XVIII. All you that muſt take a leap, &e. 


Lucy. Wou'd I might be hang'd ! 

Polly. And I wou'd ſo too ! 

Lucy. To be hang'd with you, 

Polly. My dear, with you. 

Mac, O leave me to thought! I fear! I doubt! 

| tremble! I droop ! — See my courage is 
out. [Turns up the empty bottle, 

Polly. No token of love ? 

— — ww — See my courage is out. 


Mac. For my having broke prifon, you ſee, 
gcatlemen, I ga ordered immediate execution, 


[Turns up the empty pat. 


Lucy, 


— — 
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Lucy. No token of love? 
EE > oe. Agien! 
Lc. — — — — Farewell! 
| Mac. But hark! I hear the toll of the bell. 
3 Chorus. Tol de rol lol, &c. | 


, Jailor. Four women more, Captain, with a 
child a-piece. See, here they come. 


Enter Women and Children. 
_ Mac. What, four wives more!—This is too 
much. Here, tell the ſherifl's officers I am 
ready. | [ Excunt, 


Enter Beggar and Player. 


Play. But, honeſt friend, I hope you don't in- 
tend that Macheath ſhall be really executed. 
Beg. Moſk certainly, Sir — To make the piece 
1 rfect, I was for doing ſtrict poetical juſtice 
Macheath is to be hang'd ; and, for the other per - 
Lonages of the drama, the audience muſt ſuppoſe 
they were all either hanged or tronſported. 

Play. Why then, friend, this is a downright 
deep tragedy, The cataſtrophe is manifelily 
. wrong ; for an opera myſt end happily. 
_ Seg. Your. objeQion, Sir, is very juſt, and is 
| - eaſily removed; for you muſt allow, that in this 
Kind of drama 'tis no matter how abſurdly things 

are brought about —ſo, you rabble there, run, and 
ery, A reprieve Let the priſoner be brought back 

to his wives in triumph. wa She 

Plaz. All this we muſt do to comply with the 


— ——— d e — — * 
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las I at firſt intended, it would have carried a moſt 


—_—_— —— —_ - -—— 


ſhionable vices) the fine gentlemen imitate the 
gentlemen of the road, or the gentlemen of the 
road the fine gentlemen, — Had the play remained 


excellent moral; twould have ſhewn that the 
lower fort of people have their vices in a degree 
as well as the rich, and that they are puniſhed tor 
them. 


Enter to them Macheath, with rabble, &c. 
Mac. So, it ſeems, I am not left to my choice 
but mult have a wife at laſt.— Look ye, my dears, 
we will have no controverſy now. Let us give 
this day to mirth, and I :»m ſure ſhe who thinks 
herſelf my wife, will teſtify her joy by a dance, 

All. Come, a dance, a dance. | 

Mac. Ladies, I hope uu will give me leave to 
preſent a partner to each cf you; and (if I ma 
without offence) for this time I take Polly for 
mine — and for life, you flut, for we were really 
married. As tor the reſt But at preſent keep 
your own ſecret. o Polly, 


A DANCE, 


AIR LXIX. Lumps of pudding, &c. 
Thus I ſtand like a Turk with his doxles around, 
From all fides their glances his paſſion confound; 
For black, brown, and fair, his inconſtancy burns, 
And the different beauties ſubdue him by turns; 
Each calls forth her charms to provoke his deſires; 
Tho' willing to all, but with one he retires : 
Then think of this maxim, and put off all ſorrow, 


N N 
7 
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'faſte Of the town, 
Beg. Through the whole piece you may obſerve 
h a ſimilitude of manners in high-end low life, 


"that it is diffiult co determine whether lin the fa 
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The wretch of to-day may be happy to-morrow, 
Chorus, Then think of this maxim, &c. 
Mai [Excunt omnep 
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